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CHAPTER   I 
A  Cut  Can  Do  Mure  than  Look  at  a  Kinir 


IT  was  long  ago  in  the  tla^s  when  men  sighed 
when  they  fell  in  love ;  w  hen  people  diinoed 
by  cundle  und  lump,  iind  did  dunce,  too, 
instead  of  solemnly  gliding  ubout ;  in  thut  mellow 
time  so  long  ugo,  when  the  young  were  romunlic 
and  summer  was  roses  und  wine,  old  Curewe 
brought  his  lovely  duughter  home  from  the  con- 
vent to  wreck  the  hearts  of  the  youth  of  llouen. 
That  was  not  a  far  journey;  only  an  afternoon's 
drive  through  the  woods  and  by  the  river,  in  an 
April,  long  ago;  Miss  Betty's  harp  carefully 
strapped  behind  the  great  lumbering  carriage,  her 
guitar  on  the  front  scat,  half-buried  under  a  mound 
of  bouquets  and  oddly  shaped  little  bundles,  fare- 
well gifts  of  her  comrades  and  tlu>  good  Sisters. 
In  her  left  hand  she  clutched  a  small  luce  hundker- 
chicf,  with  which  she  now  and  then  touched  her 
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The  Txco  VnnrcTch 
eyes,  brinmud  with  tlu-  partin^r  frotn  Sister  CWilla, 
Sister  Mary  Bazilde,  the  old  stone  stej)s  and  all 
the  girls:  but  for  every  time  that  she  lifted  the 
dainty  kerchief  to  brush  away  the  edge  of  a  tear, 
she  took  a  deep  breath  of  the  Western  woodland 
air  and  smiled  at  least  twice;  for  the  years  of  strict 
inclosurc  within  St.  .Mary's  walls  and  still  gar- 
dens were  finished  and  done  with,  and  at  last  the 
many-colored  world  flashed  and  danced  in  a  mys- 
tery before  her.  This  mystery  was  brilliant  to  the 
convent-girl  because  it  contained  men;  she  was 
wger  to  behold  it. 

They  rumbled  into  town  after  sunset,  in  the  fair 
twilight,    the    digs    barking    before    them,    and 
everyone  would  have  been  suri)rised  to  know  that 
Tom  Vanrcvel,  instead  of  Mr.  Crailey  Gray,  wjis 
the  first  to  see  her.     By  the  merest  accident,  Tom 
was  strolling  near  the  Carewe  place  at  the  time; 
and  when  the  carriage  swung  into  the  gates,  with 
rattle  and  clink  and  clouds  of  dust  at  the  finish, 
it    was   not   too   soon    lost    behind    the   shrubber3f 
anil    trees    for    Tom    to    catch    something    more 
than  u  glimpse  of  a  gray  skirt  behind  a  mound 


A  Cat  Can  Do  More  than  Look  at  a  Khm 
of  flowers,  imd  of  a  iluirmiii^  futc  with  purlLcl 
lips  and  dark  cvis  bi.iicuth  the  scuttle  of  an  enor- 
mous  bonnet.      It  happened — i>erhaps  it   is   more 
accurate  to  say  that  Tom  thought  it  happened— 
tliat  she  was  just  clearing  away  her  veil  when  he 
turned   to  look.      She   blushed  suddenly,  so  nmch 
was  not  to  be  mistaken;  and  the  eyes  that  met  his 
were  remarkable  for  other  reasons  than  tiie  sheer 
loveliness  of  them,  in  that,  even  in  the  one  flash 
of  them  he  caught,  they   meant  so  many   things 
ut  one  time.     They  were  sparkling,  yet  mournful ; 
and  tiiey  were  wistful,  although  undeniably  lively 
with  the  gayest  comj)rehension  of  the  r-jiip*-    '  of 
their  glance,  seeming  to  say,  "  Oh,  it's  yoii,        ,ng 
man,  is  it!"     And  they  were  shy  and  mysterious 
with  youth,  full  of  that  wontler  at  Hie  world  which 
has  the  appearance,  sometimes,  of  wisdom  gathered 
in  the  unknown  out  of  which  we  came.    But,  above 
all,  these  eyes  were  fully  conscious  of  Tom  Van- 
revel. 

Without  realizing  what  lie  did,  :\Ir.  Vanrevel 
stopped  short.  He  had  been  swinging  a  walking- 
stick,    which,    describing    a    brief   arc,    remained 
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Tlw  Tico   Vaiirruls 
pois,,|   half-way    in   ifs  .I.Mvnt.      '|'|u  n-  was  .,nly 
tlnit  <»ne  Klancc-  ImIwcc.i   tluin;  aii.l   flu-  rarriuKc 
tliMippcamI,  leaving  «  ,.,a.,it  of  .s,,iin;,r  Homcts  in 
tlic  air. 

The  vo.inK  man  was  k-ft  sfan.lin^r  on  tli..  wooden 
i.HV.nur.t  in  1 1,,.  ,„i,|.t  „f  ^  ^.,.,,^,  |„,„,ii,„.,,^  ^,^,^ 
cnvclo,,..,!  in  tin-  aff,  rM;|„w,  his  mmiI  ros.atc,  his 
IninK  (lUHVcrinK,  I'i-  iNj.nssion,  hko  his  ran,.,  in- 
stuntanrou'ly  nmstr.l.  Wifh  s.uh  prompt Ifulc 
and  fi.ish  as  he  disposed  of,  thai,  had  Miss 
t'arewe  been  aware  of  his  nam.-  and  the  coiuh'tion 
wrou^d.t  in  him  by  the  single  stroke,  she  eouhl  have 
sought  only  the  terse  Ulenar.l  of  England  for  a 
like  exeeutivo  ability,  ''Off  with  his  head!  So 
niueh  for  Vunrevel !  " 

She  had  lifted  a  slender  hand  to  the  fluttering 
veil,  a  hand  in  u  white  glove  with  a  small  lace 
gauntlet  at  the  wrist.  This  gesture  was  the-  final 
divinity  of  the  radiant  vision  whieh  remained  with 
the  da/ed  young  man  as  he  went  down  the  street; 
and  it  mny  have  bee.i  three-quarters  of  an  hour 
Inter  when  the  baekground  of  the  picture  became 
vivid  to  him:  a  carefully  dressed  gentleman  with 
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A  Cat  Can  Do  More  than  Look-  at  a  Kififr 
hciivv  brows  jiiid  a  handsome  liigli  nose,  who  sut 
sti%  upri^rht  Inside  the  ^irl,  his  very  bright  ejcs 
quite  as  conscious  of  tiie  stricken  pedestrian  as  were 
hers,  vastly  (hJferent,  however,  in  tliis:  that  they 
Khttered,  nay,  ahnost  bristled,  with  hostihty; 
while  every  polislied  button  of  his  blue  coat  seiined 
to  reflect  tiieir  malignancy,  ami  to  dart  little 
echoing  shafts  of  venom  at  Mr.  Vanrevel. 

'I'oin  was  (lisniay<(l  by  tiie  acuteness  of  his  per- 
ception that  a  man  who  does  not  speak  to  you  has 
no  right  to  have  n  daughter  like  the  lady  in  the 
carriage;  „  !,  the  moment  of  this  realization 
occh  ring  as  he  sat  n.aking  a  poor  pre! cue*'  to  eat 
liis  evening  meal  at  the  "Rouen  House,"  he 
di-oppid  his  fork  rattling  upon  his  plate  and 
leaned  back,  staring  at  nothing,  a  proceeding  of 
"hich  his  table-mate,  Mr.  William  Cimunings,  the 
editor  of  the  Uoiirn  Journal,  was  too  busy  over  his 
river  bass  to  take  note. 

"Have  you  heard  what's  new  in  town?"  asked 
Cunmu'ngs  presently,  looking  uj). 

"  \o,"   said   Tom    truthfully,   for  he  had  seen 
what  was  new,  but  not  heard  it. 

[5] 


S7?;^a;iV;':j?!7^*:?^^;^-;ii.-    p. 


The  Two  Vanrcrels 

"01(1  Carcwc's  brought  his  daughter  home. 
Fanchon  Barcaud  was  with  her  at  St.  Mary's  until 
last  year;  and  Fanchon  says  slic's  not  only  a  great 
beauty  but  a  great  dear." 

"  Ah !  "  rejoined  the  other  with  masterly  indif- 
ference.    "  Dare  say — dare  say." 

"  No  wonder  you're  not  interested,"  said  Cum- 
niings  cheerfully,  returning  to  the  discussion  of 
his  i,;iss.  "  The  old  villain  will  take  precious  good 
care  //on  don't  conic  near  her." 

Mr.  \  anrevil  already  jmssessed  a  profound  con- 
viction to  the  same  effict.     llohort  Meilhac  C'arewe 
was  known   not   only   as  the  wealthiest  citizen  of 
Hoiiin,  but  also  as  its  heartiest  and  most  steadfast 
hater:  and,  although  there  were  only   five  or  six 
thous.ind  inhahltants,  iicither  was  a  small  distinc- 
tion.     For  Uoucn  was  ranked,  in  those  easy  days, 
as  a   wealthy  town;   even   as   it  was   called  an  old 
town;   lu-oiid  of  jls  .ige  and  its  .-icli(-,  and  bitter 
!m  ifs  politics,  „f  course.     'I'jie  French  had  built  a 
fort   there,  M)()n  after  LaSalle's  last  voyage,  and, 
as  Crailey   (iray  said,  had  settled  the   place,  and 
had   then    been  settle*!   themselves   by   the   pioneer 
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A  Cat  Can  Do  More  than  Look  at  a  K'lVfr 
niillti.i.  After  tl.o  llovolution,  Ciirolihiiins  uiul 
Vir^ini.uis  li.ul  come,  by  w.yy  of  Tiiincssct'  juul 
Kfiitiicky;  whilo  tli(>  .'ulvi'iihirous  count ryiuiii  from 
CoTHU'cticiit,  travelling  tliitlier  to  sell,  remaiiud  to 
i>ii_v — .'111(1  then  sell — when  the  country  was  In  Its 
teens.  In  course  of  time  the  little  tr.ullnjr-post  of 
the  Northwest  Territory  h.ul  ^rown  to  he  the  le.ul- 
inf^  centre  of  ele<rance  and  culture  in  the  Ohio  Val- 
ley— at  least  they  said  so  in  lloueii ;  only  a  i\w 
people  in  the  country,  such  as  A[r.  Irvlnj;-  of  Tarry- 
town,  for  Iiisiance,  rjutstlonin^  whether  a  centre 
coiiUl  had. 

'I'he  j)Ivotal  fiu'ure,  thounh  perli;ips  not  the 
heart,  of  this  centre,  was  uiKpiestionahlv  Mr. 
Carewe,  and  ahout  hini  the  neat  and  ti^^hl  aristoc- 
racy of  the  place  revolved;  the  old  I''rench  rem- 
nant, ha7in^f  liherally  intermarried,  formin;;-  the 
nucleus,  to<;-.  fher  with  descendants  of  the  Cavaliers 
(and  those  who  said  they  were)  and  the  Iiidusf rious 
^^•lnlvecs,  hy  virtue  (if  not  by  the  virtues)  of  nil 
whom,  tlu>  town  ^rew  and  j)rospered.  Ilohert 
(arewe  was  Kouen's  nia<rnate,  commerciallv  and 
M)cially,  and,  until  an  upstart  young  lawyer  named 
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The  Tico   Vanrrrch 
Vanrovcl  struck  info  J.is  powor  with  a  broad-axc, 
politioillj.     The  wharves  were  Carewc's ;  tlio  ware- 
Jiouses   tliat   stood  hy   the   river,   and   the   line   of 
packets  wliidi  phed  upon  it,  were  his ;  half  the  town 
was  his,  and  in  Kouen  this  meant  that  he  was  pos- 
sessed  of  the   Mid.llc  Justice,  the   High  and  the 
Low.      His   mother  was  a  Frenchwoman,  and,   in 
those  days,  when  to  go  abroad  was  a  ponderous  and 
venturesome    undertaking,    tlie    fact   that    he   had 
spent    n>ost    of   his   yout!,    i„   the   French   capital 
wrought  a  certain  glamour  about  him;  for  to  the 
American,  Paris  was  ]:uroi)e,  and  it  Jaj  shimmer- 
ing on   the   far   horizon   of   every   imagination,  a 
ffolden   city.       Scarce    a    drawing-room    in    Rouen 
lacked    its    fearsome    engra\ing    entitled    "  Gran.l 
Ball  at  ti,r  Tuilerics,"  nor  was  6'wA/y'.«  Ma^rn-Jnc 
cv.T  more  popular  than  when  it  contained  articles 
elaborate   of  similar  scenes   of  festal   light,  where 
l)rilliant  uniforms  mingled  with  shining  jewels,  fair 
I'H-ks.   and    the    white   shoulders    of   magnificently 
•  Iressfd  dmlusses,  cc.untess.s,  and  ladies.     (Credit 
for  this  description  should  be  glvon  entirely  to  the 
alM.v.-m.ntloned    periodical.      Furthermore,   a    so- 
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A   Cat  Can  Do  More  than  Look  at  a  Khi'r 
journ  ill  Paris  was  lield  to  confer  u  "  certain  name- 
less and  indescribable  polish  "   iijjon  the  manners 
of  the  visitor;  also,  there  was  soniethitig  called  "  an 
air  of  foreign  travel." 

They  talked  a  great  deal  about  jiolish  in  those 
days;  and  some  examples  still  extant  do  not  deny 
their  justification;  but  in  the  case  of  Mr.  (  arewc, 
tlierc    existed    a    citizen    of    Kouen,    one    already 
quoted,  who  liad  the  temerity  to  declare  the  polish 
to  be  in  truth  quite  nameless  and  indescribable  for 
the  reason  that  one  cannot  j)aint  a  vacuum.     How- 
ever,  subscrii)tion   to    this   opinion    should    not    be 
over-hasty,  since  Mr.  Crailey  (Jray  had  been  noto- 
riously a  rival  of  farewe's  with  every  pn>tty  wom- 
an  in   town,   both   having   the   same   eye   in    such 
matters,  and  also  because  the  slandered  gentleman 
could  assume  a  manner  when  he  chose  to,  whether  or 
not  he  possessed  it.     At  his  own  ta!)le  he  exhaled  a 
hospitable    graciousness    which,    from    a    man    of 
known    evil    temper,    carried    the    winsomeness    of 
surj.rise.     When  he  wooed,   it   was  with  an  air  of 
stately  devotion,  combined   with  that  knowlnnness 
which  sometimes  offsets  for  a  widower  the  trndentv 
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The  'I'lco   Vmuinis 
H  ^irl  luis  to  ^riggli.  ,if  i,i,„.  .i,„i  ,|„.  coininnali,,,! 
li.ul   Iktii,  oikv  or   Iwicr,   too   nmcli    f,,r  ,v.  ti    tlu- 
alluring  C'ruik'j. 

Mr.  Oirewo  lived  in  jiii  old-l'usliioiud  hoiisf  on 
the  broiul,  quiet,  shady  .street  wliieh  hore  his  uanic. 
There  w.-is  ji  wide  lawn  in  front,  .shadowy  under 
elm  and  locust  trees,  and  hounded  hy  thick  shnih- 
heries.  A  long  garden,  fair  with  ro.Ms  and  holly- 
hocks, lay  outside  the  lihniry  windows,  an  ..j.htinie 
garden,  with  fine  gravel  ■)aths  and  green  arhors; 
drowsed  over  in  sunnn.r-linie  hy  the  hees,  wliijc 
overhead  the  locust  rasped  his  rusty  cult  nces  the 
livelong  day;  and  a  faraway  soiniding  lovi-tiole 
from  the  high  branches  brought  to  mind  the  line, 
like  an  old  refrain: 

"  The  roire  „/ thi;  tnrtir  v;i.s  h,,inl  hi  thf  hiiiil" 

Uetwccn  the  garden  and  the  carriage  gatrs  there 
was  a  fountain  where  a  bronze  boy  with  tlu^  dropsy 
(but  not  minding  it)  lived  in  a  perpetual  bath 
from  a  green  goblet  held  over  his  head.  Neari)v, 
u  stone  sun-dial  gleamed  against  a  clump  of  lilac 
bu.shes;  and  it  was  upon  this  .spot  that  the  white 
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A  Cat  Can  Do  More  titan  Look  at  a  King 

kitten  iiitroiluccd  Tlioiims  Vfiiircvtl  to  Miss 
Ciirtwe. 

Upon  tliL'  iiioriiin^  after  htr  iirrival,  having  fin- 
islud  hor  jil.uio-f'orte  j)rac'tiiT,  touolicd  litr  harp 
twice,  and  HrjHg'gioed  tlie  Si)anisli  raiidan<ro  on 
her  guitar,  Miss  Betty  read  two  paragraphs  of 
"Gilhert"  (for  she  was  profoundly  determined  to 
pursue  her  tasks  with  diligence),  but  the  open 
windows  disclosing  a  world  all  siuishine  and  green 
leaves,  she  threw  the  book  aside  with  a  good  con- 
science, and  danced  out  to  the  garden.  Tliere, 
coming  upon  a  fuzzy,  white  ball  rolling  into  itself 
spirally  on  a  lazy  pathway,  slie  pouncid  at  it, 
whereupon  the  thing  uncurled  with  lightning 
swiftness,  and  fled,  more  like  a  streak  than  a  kitten, 
down  the  drive,  through  the  open  gates  and  into 
the  street,  Miss  Betty  in  full  cry. 

Across  the  way  there  chanced  to  be  strolling  a 
young  lady  in  blue,  ae<  ompanied  by  a  gentleman 
whose  leisurely  gait  gave  no  indication  of  the  ma- 
nauvring  he  had  done  to  hasten  their  walk  into  its 
j)resent  direction.  lie  was  apparently  thirty  or 
thirty-one,     tall,     very     straight,     dark,     smuoth- 
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sluivcii,  his  oyos  kocii,  ditp-sif ,  uiid  tli()ii<r|i»ful, 
and  ills  liifrh  wliilt-  hut,  wliito  sidiii  cniviif,  and 
Ci'.ref'id  collor,  wore  ovidrnco  of  an  tlidjoration 
of"  toilet  soineuiiat  unusual  in  Uourti  for  the 
morning;  also,  he  was  carrving  a  pair  of  white 
gloves  in  his  hand  and  dangled  a  slen  ler  ehony 
cane  from  his  wrist.  The  thing  kitten  luaded  tow- 
ard the  couple,  when,  with  a  celerity  only  to  he 
accounted  for  on  the  theory  that  his  eyi-  had  l)een 
fixed  on  the  Carewe  gateway  for  some  time  previous 
to  this  sudden  aj)parition,  the  gentleman  leaped  in 
front  of  the  fugitive. 

The  kitten  attempted  a  dodge  to  pass;  the  gen- 
tleman was  there  hefove  it.  The  kitten  feinted; 
the  gentleman  was  altogether  too  much  on  the  spot. 
Inniiediately — and  just  as  Miss  Carewe,  fiu>hed 
and  glowing,  ran  ijito  the  street — the  small  animal 
douhled,  evaded  Miss  Betty's  frantic  clutch,  re- 
entered the  gateway,  and  attempted  a  disappear- 
ance into  the  lilac  bushes,  instead  of  going  round 
them,  only  to  find  itself,  for  a  fatal  two  seconds, 
in  difficulties  with  the  close-set  thieket  of  stems. 

In  regard  to  the  extraordinary  agility  of  which 
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A  Cnt  Cm  Do  More  than  Look  at  a  K'nifr 
ilic  pursuing  ^ciitlciniui  was  nipahlc,  it  is  onougli 
to  SUV  Hifit  lie  <aiijr|it  tlic  cut.  Ho  ciiKTgcd  from 
till'  lilius  lioliliii^-  it  ill  one  lijuid,  his  jrlovos  and 
white  hat  in  I  hi-  otlur,  and  pi-iscntod  himself  Ixfore 
Miss  IJetty  with  a  hnatlilessiuss  iu)t  entirely  at- 
trihutahle  to  his  exertions. 

For  a  iiioiiient,  as  s'le  canie  ninnin*;  toward  liim 
and  he  nut  her  flasliin<^  look,  hri^lit  with  laughter 
and  reco<jnitioii  and  haste,  lie  stammered.  A  thrill 
nothin<^  less  than  delirious  sent  the  blood  up  bchiml 
his  hrown  elieeks,  for  he  saw  that  she,  too,  knew 
that  this  was  the  seeond  time  their  eyes  had  met. 
Naturally,  at  that  time  he  eould  not  know  how 
many  other  gentlemen  were  to  feel  that  same  thrill 
(in  their  oases,  also,  delirious,  no  less)  with  the 
same,  necompajiying,  niyst(>rIous  feelinj,',  which 
came  just  hefon'  Miss  Hetty's  lasli(>s  fell,  that  one 
had  found,  at  last,  a  jji-eeious  tliin<f,  lost  lon^p  since 
in  childhood,  or  left,  })er]iaps,  upon  some  other 
planet  in  a  life  ten  thousand  ye.trs  ago. 

He  could  not  speak  at  tmce,  hut  when  lie  could, 
"  Permit  iiie,  madam,"  he  said  solemnly,  utfering 
the  captive,  *'  to  restore  your  kitt'U." 
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T/ir  'I'-iCo  Wnirnrls 
All  n;rif.ij,.,l  kitlcii  should  luif  In-  (Ictiiiiicd  by 
rliispiii^r  its  wiiisf,  and  alivjidy  flu<  coiKiiicror  was 
p.uiii^r  f,„-  his  vicfoi-v.  'i'lurc  .iisiicd  a  final,  niit- 
riifjjcoiis  s(|iiinii  of  despair;  two  frantic  claws,  ex- 
tended, drew  one  lon^r  red  „„i,.l;  across  the 
stran<>vr*s  wrist  and  another  down  the  l)ack  of  his 
luuid  to  the  kiuickles.  They  were  ^rood,  hearty 
scratches,  and  the  blood  followed  the  artist's  lines 
rupidly:  hut  of  this  the  yoiiiif,^  man  took  no  note, 
for  lie  knew  that  he  was  about  to  hear  Miss  Ca- 
rewe's  voice  for  the  first   time. 

"  'i'hey  say  the  best  way  t.i  liold  them,"  lie  ol>- 
served,  "  is  by  the  scruff  of  the  tuv-k." 

Beholdin^r  liis  wouiuls,  suffered  in  her  cause,  she 
K-ivc  a  jiitying  cry  that  made  his  heart  leap  with 
the  riclmess  and  sweetness  of  it.  Catching  the 
kitten  from  him,  she  dropped  It  to  the  ^rpound 
in  such  wise  as  to  jirovo  nature's  foresight  most 
kind  in  cushioning  the  feet  of  cats. 

"Ah!     I  didn't  want  it  that  much!" 

"  A  cat  in  the  l:and  is  worth  two  nightingales  in 
the  bush,"  he  said  boldly,  and  laughed.  "  I  would 
shed  more  blood  than  that !  " 
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./    (  (it  inn   l)i)  .\fitrc  tluni    I.onk  at  a  Kivff 

Miss  I{.  1 1  v  hliislicd  like  a  soiit licni  dawn,  .-ind 
slarird  hack  I'ntin  liiiii.  l''n)iii  tlic  convent  Inif  yi'S- 
It  rda\  and  slic  liad  lakcn  a  man's  liaiid  in  both 
ol"  licrs! 

It  was  to  tins  taMcaii  that  tin'  lady  in  l)luo 
tnlii-cd,  followinfT  the  hunt  throii^^h  tiio  ^fitcs, 
wIm  re  she  siopju'd  with  a  disoonipost'd  coiintcnanoo. 
At  once,  h()\\(V(r,  she  advanced,  and  with  a  cry 
of  <,neetinM-,  enveloped  Miss  Ritty  in  a  brief 
cniitr.ice,  to  the  relief  of  the  latter's  confusion. 
It  was  l''anchon  Ilireaiid,  now  two  years  emanci- 
pated from  St.  Mary's,  and  far  ^one  in  taffeta. 
With  her  lustrefnl  li<iht  hair,  ahsent  Muc  eyes, 
and  her  frcntle  voice,  as  small  and  pretty  as  her 
face  and  fi<:;ure,  it  was  not  too  difficnlt  to  jus- 
tify ("railey  (iray's  diaracteri/.ation  of  ]\<  r  as 
one  of  tlioso  winsome  hafjrrajrfs  who  had  made 
an  air  of  feminine  helplessness  the  fashion  of  the 
day. 

It  is  a  wicked  tiling  tiiat  some  women  sliould 
ki-s  when  a  man  is  hy  ;  in  the  prex  iit  instance  tjie 
^rentleman  bec.-M'ie  somi  what  faint. 

"  I'm  bu  glad— glad  1  "  ex."  'iiucd  Bettv.     "  You 
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Tin    T'tio   Viinrtvds 
^v(•n■  jiist    coniiii^r   to   sc,-   mi',   weren't   v<mi?      My 

father  is  in  tlie  lihrarv.     I-ef  ww " 

•Mis.  n,inuii<l  (Ireu  h.iek.  "  N,),  ih»!  "  s^]^(,  \n\vr- 
ni|ile(l  li.tstilv  .111(1  witli  evident  pert iirliut ion.  "I 
-  we  musf  l)e  on  our  way  iinine<lijitely."  Slip  threw 
a  ^l.uice  Ml  the  ^r,.„||,,,„.i„,  wliich  K-t  hini  know  tlmt, 
ii\\o  now  compreheiided  his  ^Moves,  and  why  their 
stroll  Iiad  trended  toward  Carewe  Street.  "Come 
rvtO!K-e!";>heei)MMiianded  him  (|iiickly,  in  an  iinder- 
toiio. 

'•But  !iow  that  you're  here,"  said  Miss  Betty, 
T.ouilcrin<r  very  niucli  why  he  was  n.>t  presented  to 
her,  **  won't  you  wait  and  let  mo  ^rather  a  nosp^ay 

for  you.?     Our  pansics  and  violets " 

"I  could  help,"  the  Kenfleman  sii<rfrosted,  with 
Uic  look  of  a  lame  do^r  at  .Miss  IJaroaud.  "  I  have 
fjcen  considen<l  useful  aliout  a  frarden." 

«  Fool !  "  B.tfy  did  not  liear  the  word  that  oamo 
from  Miss  Rarenud's  closed  teetli,  though  she  was 
ir.Iohtily  surprised  at  the  visible  apfitation  of  lior 
Rchnolmate,  for  the  latter's  face  was  pale  and  ex- 
citeil.  And  :\riss  Carewc's  ama/cmont  was  com- 
I)ktL'  when  Fanchon,  without  more  words,  cavalierly 
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A  Cat  Can  Do  Mure  than  Look  at  a  Ai/j^' 
seizijl  the  giiitkiiiiurs  urm  aiul  movttl  to  .aril  the 
strcit  wiHi  liiiii  HS  rapidly  as  his  pircoptibk'  reluc- 
tance to  liave  piriiiitted.  But  at  tlie  gate  Miss 
Uareaud  turned  and  called  back  over  lier  shoulder, 
as  if  reniiinhering  the  necessity  of  offering  an 
excuse  for  so  ninarkahle  a  proceeding:  "  I  shall 
come  again  very  soon.  ,Iust  now  we  are  upon  an 
errand  of  great  importance,     dootl-day!" 

Miss  IJctly  waved  lier  hand,  staring  after  them, 
her  eyes  large  with  wonder.  She  compres.sed  her 
li])s  tightly :  '•  i:rrand  !"  This  was  the  friend  of 
childhoo«rs  happy  hour,  and  they  hatl  not  met  in 
two  years ! 

"  Errand  !  "  She  ran  to  the  hedge,  along  the 
top  of  which  a  high  white  hat  was  now  seen  peram- 
bulating; she  j)ressed  down  a  loose  branch,  and 
called  in  a  tender  voice  to  the  stranger  whom 
Fanchon  had  chosen  should  remain  nameless: 

"  IJe  sure  to  put  some  .salve  on  your  hand  !" 

He  made  a  bow  which  just  missed  being  too  low, 
but  did  miss  it. 

"  It  is  there— already,"  he  said;  and,  losing  his 
courage  after   the  bow,   made  his  speech   with  so 
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palpul.lr  11  j;;is|)  |),lnrf  till'  I.isl    Hold  lll.ll   I  he  dullest 

piiNoii  ill  the  Moild  could  li.ivi'  mim  [\ui\  lie  inciuit 
it. 

iMiss  Hilfy  dis;i|ijniiri'd. 

TluTf  was  a  rigidity  of  txpn-ss:  -i  ahoiif  Hio 
l^rnllc  iiioiith  of  l'"aii<lion  Hanaiid,  \^.,H^\\  lur  <omi- 
p.iiiioii  did  not  tiijoy,  as  tluy  wiiit  on  fli.ir  way, 
rarli  pn  Mr\  iii^r  „ii  uneasy  sil.iuv,  until  at  lirr  own 
door,  she  liirnrd  sharply  upon  liiin.  " 'I'oin  \'aii- 
riv,.|,  I  tliouf,dit  you  wire  tlir  steadiest  and  now 
you'v.-  proved  yourself  the  <ra/iest  soul  in 
Houeii!"  she  hursf  out.  "And  I  couldn't  say 
Woim!" 

"Why  «lidii't  you  j.resent  me  to  her?"  asktd 
Vaiu'evel, 

'*  llecause  I  thought  a  man  oi"  v  ur  ^/dlaniry 
nil;r|,t  prefer  not  to  face  a  shot-gun  in  the  j)res- 
cnce  of  ladies!  " 

"  Pooh !  " 

'•  Po(»h  ! "'  mimicked  Miss  Hareaud.  "  Vou  can 
•  pooh  '  as  much  as  you  like,  but  if  he  had  seen  us 
from  the  window—"  She  coverd  lier  face  with 
her  hands  for  a  nioniont,  tiien  dropped  thcin  und 

{18  J 


./  Cut  Ciiu  Do  More  than  Look  at  a  h'hifj 
snilltil  ii|Miii  I  III.  "  I  uiultT.stuiid  pcrfVctly  to 
wliiif  I  owe  Hie  plinsi],-,.  of  ,1  stii)ll  with  you  this 
inorniii^,  hikI  your  casujil  iiisi>tiiicc  on  tlic  sliiuh- 
ri.ss  of  (■.inuc  Stmt!"  lit-  lau^'htd  ncrvou  .ly, 
hut  hiT  smile  vanislud,  and  she  <-()iitiiui((l,  "  Kicp 
nway,  Tom.  She  is  luautiful,  and  at  St.  Mary's  I 
always  thou^dit  slic  liad  spirit  and  wit,  too.  I  onlv 
Iiopc  CrHilty  won't  set-  hir  htforc  th«'  wedding! 
Hut  it  i-n't  safe  for  you.  do  alon^,  now,  and  ask 
C'railcy  please  to  come  at  three  this  afternoon." 

'I'his  messaife  from  Mr.  (Jray's  hefrothed  was 
not  jdl  the  ill-starred  'I'om  t-onveyed  to  his  friend. 
Mr.  \ain-ivel  was  ordinarily  esteemed  a  person  of 
gnat  reserve  and  discretion;  n«vertheless  there  was 
one  man  to  whom  he  told  everything,  and  from 
whom  he  had  ur.  secrets.  He  spent  the  noon  hour 
in  feeble  attempts  to  describe  to  Crailev  (Jrav  the 
outward  appearance  of  Miss  Elizabeth  ("arewe; 
liow  she  ran  like  a  young  Diana;  what  one  felt 
u{)()n  hearing  her  voice;  and  he  presented  in  him- 
self an  example  exhibiting  something  of  the  cost 
of  looking  in  her  eyes.  His  conversation  was  more 
or  less  incoherent,  but  the  effect  of  it  was  complete. 
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DOI'S  tlicri'  exist  ;ui  incredulous,  or  jealous, 
denizen  of  imoHier  portion  of  our  country 
who,  knowing  that  the  room  in  the  wooden 
cupola  over  Mr.  (  arewe's  lihrary  was  commonly 
alluded  to  hy  Rouen  as  the  "  Tower  ("hamher,"  will 
prove  himself  so  sectionally  prejudiced  as  to  deny 
that  the  town  was  a  veritahle  hothed  of  literary  in- 
terest, or  that  Sir  Walter  Scott  was  ill  appreciated 
there?  Some  of  the  men  looked  sly,  and  others 
Kflmied,  at  mention  of  this  apartment ;  hut  the  ro- 
mantic were  not  lacking  who  spoke  of  it  in  whis- 
I)ers:  how  the  lifrhts  sometimes  shine  tliei^  all 
night  long,  and  the  gentlemen  drove  away,  whitc- 
fac'd,  in  the  dawn.  The  cupola,  rising  ahovc  the 
lihrary,  overlooked  the  garden;  and  the  house,  save 
for  that,  was  of  h  single  story,  with  a  low  veranda 
running  the  length  of  its  front.     The  windows  of 
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the  library  and  of  a  row  of  bedrooms — one  of 
wliich  V  In  Aii.K  Betty's — lined  the  verundji,  "steiun- 
bout  fasliior. ;"  the  inner  doors  of  these  rooms  all 
open  [s,  .;pon  a  lor.g  hall  which  bisected  the  house. 
The  stairway  kuding  to  the  room  in  the  cu[)ola  rose 
in  the  library  Itself,  while  the  bisecting  hall  afforded 
tho  only  access  to  the  library ;  hence,  the  gossips, 
well  acquainted  with  the  geography  of  the  place, 
conferred  seriously  together  upon  what  effect  Miss 
Betty's  homecoming  would  have  in  this  connection: 
for  anyone  going  to  the  stairway  nmst  needs  pass 
her  door;  and,  what  was  more  to  the  point,  a  party 
of  gentlemen  descending  late  from  the  mysterious 
turret  might  be  not  so  quiet  as  they  intend'"', 
and  the  young  lady  sufficiently  disturbed  to  in- 
quire of  her  father  what  entertainment  he  j)ro- 
vided  that  should  keep  his  guests  until  four  in  the 
morning. 

But  at  present  it  was  with  the  opposite  end  of 
the  house  that  the  town  was  occupied,  for  there, 
workmen  were  hammering  and  sawing  and  painting 
all  day  long,  finishing  the  addition  Mr.  Carewe  was 
building  for  his  daughter's  debut.     This  hammer- 
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ing  (lisfurbid  Miss  Ikttj,  who  had  Ikc-ouk-  uhuost 
«s  busy  with  the-  l-Vcndi  Ilovolution  us  willi  her 
iiiantuu-iiiakcT.  For  she  had  foujul  in  her  father's 
library  many  books  not  for  convent-shelves;  and 
slie  had  become  a  Girondin. 

She  found  memoirs,  histories,  and  tales  of  that  de- 
lectable j)eriod,  then  not  so  dim  with  lime  but  that 
tile  fi<rures  of  it  were  more  than  tragic  shadows; 
and  for  u  week  there  was  no  meal  in  that  h(mse  to 
which  she  sat  down  earlier  than  half  an  hour  late. 
She  had  a  rightful  property-interest  in  the  Revolu- 
tion, her  own  great-uncle  having  [)een  one  of  those 
who  ''sulfered;"  not,  however,  under  the  guillo- 
tine; for  to  Georges  Meilhac  a])pertained  the  rare 
distinction  of  kath  by  accident  on  the  day  when 
the  business-like  young  Bonaparte  played  upon  the 
mob  with  his  cannon. 

There  were  some  yellow  letters  of  this  great- 
uncle's  in  a  box  whicli  liad  belonged  to  her  grand- 
mother, a  rich  discovery  for  Miss  Hetty,  who  read 
and  re-read  them  with  eager  and  excited  eyes,  liv- 
ing more  in  Paris  with  Georges  and  his  friends  than 
in  Rouen  with  her  father.      Indeed,  she  hud  little 
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ilsi'  to  do.  Mr.  C'iiivwe  was  no  comriulo  for  her, 
l)\  far  tlic  reverse.  She  seldom  saw  liiiii,  exapt  at 
the  table,  when  he  sat  with  averted  eves,  and  talked 
to  her  very  little;  and,  while  niakin;^'  elaborate 
prep.irafion  for  her  introduction  to  his  friends 
(such  was  his  j)lirase)  he  treated  her  with  a  jxr- 
fiinctory  civility  which  made  her  wonder  if  her  ad- 
vent was  alton-ether  welcome  to  him;  out  when  she 
noticed  that  his  hair  looked  darker  than  usual  about 
every  fourth  day,  she  l)Of;an  to  understand  why  he 
appeari'd  un<rrateful  to  her  for  ^rowin^  uj).  lie 
went  out  a  <;-reat  deal,  though  no  visitors  <-ame  to 
the  house;  for  if  was  known  that  .Mr.  Canv. e  de- 
sired to  present  his  daughter  to  no  one  until  he  pre- 
sented her  to  all.  Fanchon  Uareaud,  indeed,  made 
one  hurried  and  embarrassed  call,  evadiii<r  Miss 
H-tty's  reference  to  the  chevalier  of  the  kitten  with 
a  (K'xterity  too  nimble  to  be  thought  luiintentional. 
.Miss  (\irewe  was  forbidden  to  return  her  friend's 
visit  until  after  her  debut;  and  .Mr.  ("an  we  ex- 
plained that  there  was  always  some  worthless  vountr 
nun  han<rin^  about  the  Bareaud's,  where  (ho  did 
not  add)   they   interfered   witli  a  worthy   old  one 
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who  (losiml  t„  I.onor  F.i,u-l,„n'.s  „l,|or  sis(cr,  Vir- 
^iniu,  with  his  .ittcMt  ions. 

This  was  no  gmit  hardshij)  f„r  Miss  Ilitty,  as, 
since  plunging  into  the  llovohition  with  her  greut- 
uncle,  she  Imd  lost  some  curiosity  concerning  the 
men  of  to-day,  doubting  that  they  would  show  forth 
as  heroic,  as  debonnair,  gay  and  tragic  as  he.      Ik- 
was  the  legendary  liero  of  her  childhood;  she  rc- 
n.on,bered  her  mother's  stories  of  hi„,  perhaps  more 
clearly  than  she  remembered  her  mother;  an.l  one 
of  the  older  Sisters  had  known  bin.  in  Paris  and  had 
tiilked  of  him  at  length,  giving  the  flavor  of  his 
d-,ndyisn.  and  his  beauty  at  Hrst  hand  to  his  young 
relative.      He  had  been  one  of  those  hardy  young 
men  wearing  unbelievable  garments,  who  began  to 
appear  in  the  garden  <.f  the  Tuileries  with  knives 
in  their  sleeves  and  cudgels  in  their  hamis,  about 
April,   1794,  and  whose  dash  and   recklessness   i„ 
many  matters  were   the  first   intimations   that   the 
Citizen    Tallien    was    about    to   cause    the    Citizen 
Robespierre  to  shoot  himself  through  the  jaw. 

In  the  library  hung  a  small,  full  length  drawing 
of  Georges,  done  in  color  by  .Miss  Iktty's  grand'^ 

[24] 


SurviibifT  Evils  of  the  Ucifrn  of  Terror 
mother;  .-irid  this  slu<  nirried  to  her  own  room  and 
sfiidlcl  lon^r  and  unhntly,  until  sometimes  the  man 
himself  seemed  to  stiuid  hefore  her,  in  spite  of  the 
fiict  th.'it  :M!!e.  Meilhdc  had  no^  a  distinguished  tal- 
ent and  M.  Meilhac's  features  might  have  been  any- 
body's. It  Mas  to  be  seen,  however,  that  he  was 
smiling. 

Miss  Hefty  had  an  Impression  that  her  grand- 
mother's art  ()';  f)()rtrailure  would  have  !)een  more 
Huecessful  witli  fjie  profile  than  the  "full-face." 
Nevertheless,  nothing  eould  be  more  clearly  indi- 
cated than  that  the  hair  of  M.  Meilliac  was  very 
yellow,  and  his  short,  huge-lapelled  waistcoat  white, 
striped  with  scarlet.  An  enormous  cravat  cov- 
en,! his  chin:  th,-  heavy  collar  of  his  yellow  coat 
rose  behind  his  ears,  while  its  tails  fell  to  his  ankles; 
and  the  tight  trousers  of  white  and  yellow  stripes 
were  tied  with  white  ribbons  about  the  middle  of  the 
calf;  he  wore  white  stockings  and  gold-buckled 
yellow  shoes,  and  on  the  back  of  his  head  a  jauntily 
cocked  bkuk  hat.  Miss  Hetty  innocently  wondered 
why  his  letters  di<l  not  spe.ak  of  Pet  ion,  of  \'er- 
gniaud,   or   of    Dunioriez,   since    in    the   historical 
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novels  wliich  she  nvul,  the  luro's  loj  was  iniviluMv 
linked  with  \\m\  of  everyone  of  iiiiporhmce  in  liis 
j,'<iuT,it ion  ;  vet  (;eor<jjes  uppeared  to  have  heen  nn- 
ac(niainte<l  witli  these  persona^n-s,  Kohespiirre  he- 
in<r  the  only  name  of  {-onseqiience  mentioned  in  his 
letters;  and  then  it  appeared  in  mueli  the  same  fash- 
ion practised  hy  her  father  in  alhidin^r  to  the  (lov- 
ernor  of  tlie  State,  who  had  the  misfortune  to  he 
impopnlar  with  .Mr.  Carewo.  Hut  this  did  not  dim 
h.T  <rreat-nncle's  lustre  in  Miss  Hetty's  eyes,  nor 
lessen  for  her  the  pathetic  romance  of  the  smile  he 
wore. 

Heholdinfr  this  smile,  one  rememhered  the  end  to 
which  his  li^ht  footsteps  had  led  him:  and  it  was 
unavoidable  to  picture  him  left  lyin^r  i„  tjie  emj.ly 
street  behind  the  heels  of  the  flying  crowd,  care- 
fully formin<r  that  same  snn'le  on  his  lips,  and  tak- 
ui^r  much  pride  in  passin^r  with  some  small,  cynical 
speech,  muniHind  to  himself,  concernin^r  the  inu- 
tility of  a  n;,.iilleman's  Mvttiiirr  ^hof  hy  his  friends 
for  merely  l»ein<.-  pr,s.iit  to  M|)pland  them.  So, 
fancying-  him  thus,  with  his  yellow  hair,  his  scarlet- 
striped  waistcoat,  and  his  tra^'edy,  the  youn;^r  ^rir| 
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felt  ji  sli!ir(>  of"  f'iiinilv  ^roiitiicss,  or,  »it  Kust,  of 
j)i(tiin  scuu'iicss,  (liscciul  to  her.  An<l  she  smiled 
s.'ully  l)!ick  upon  t!io  smile  in  tlie  picture,  and 
<ln;uned  iihoiit  its  ori^itidl  ni^h^  after  ni^h! . 

Whether  or  no  another  figure,  that  of  a  dark 
youn^  man  in  a  wliite  hat,  with  a  white  kitten  etch- 
iuij;  his  wrist  in  red,  found  any  {)lace  in  her  dreams 
at  this  piriod,  it  is  impossil)le  to  dett'rmino.  She 
did  not  see  him  a^'ain.  It  is  (juite  another  thin<^, 
hazardous  to  venture,  to  gtatc  that  he  did  not  see 
her.  At  all  events,  it  is  certain  that  many  ])eople 
who  had  never  heheld  her  were  talkinfjf  of  her;  tiiat 
Houeii  was  full  of  contention  concernin<f  her  luauty 
and  her  ^ift  of  nuisic,  for  a  son<f  can  he  heard 
through  an  open  window.  And  how  did  it  ha|)pen 
that  Crailey  (Iray  knew  that  it  was  Miss  Carewe's 
hahit  to  stroll  in  her  j;arden  for  half  an  hour  or  so, 
each  excniiiLi;  hefore  retirin<^,  and  that  she  w(  nt  to 
m.i^s  everv  riiDnniiif  si>-)ii  after  sunrise!'  Crail'v 
Cii'.iv  tiexcr  r<ise  at,  or  mar,  sunrise  in  tiis  life, 
tliou;j,h  111'  soiiK't inns  heheld  it,  from  aiiotlKi-  point 
of  view,  as  the  end  of  the  evening.  It  aj)pears 
tliat  someone  must  liavc  told  him. 
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Olio  ni^rht  whon  the  moon  lay  white  on  tlu«  trees 
nnd  housetops,  Miss  n,\{y  puiisecl  in  lur  evening' 
promenade  unci  seated  herself  upon  a  hench  on  tlio 
borders  of  the  ^mnlen,  "  toiielud,"  as  the  hooks  of 
the  time  would   have  put  it,  "  hy  the  sweet  tran- 
quillity of  the  seene,"  and  wnmght   upon  hy  tlto 
tender    incentive   to   si^hs   and   melaneholy    which 
youth  in  loneliness  finds  in  a  loveliness  of  the  earth. 
The  breeze  bore  the  smells  of  the  «)ld  fashioned  ^rar- 
(len,  of  violets  and  cherry  blossoms,  and  a  souiui  of 
distant  violins  came  on  the  air  playin^r  tlu-  new  stmg 
from  the  new  oj)era. 

••  Ihit  I  „/.io  drmmt,  whirh  jihoseil  nw  nwnt. 
That  you  li,rtil  nir  iiint  Ihe  mime " 

they  san^;  an<!  with  the  lilt  of  them  and  the  keen 
beauty  of  the  in'^ht,  llu"  inherited  pain  of  the  a^rcs 
rose  from  the  depths  of  the  youn^  girl's  heart,  so 
that  she  thought  it  must  i)reak ;  for  what  reason 
she  could  not  have  told,  since  she  was  without  care 
or  sorrow  that  she  knew,  except  the  French  Revo- 
lution, yet  tears  stionc  upon  the  lon^  lashes.  She 
shook  them  off  and  looked  up  with  a  sudden  odd 
consciousness.      The    next    second    she    sprang    to 
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liiT  Uv\  witli  (I  /^.'isp  Hiui  (I  cliokc'd  outcry,  her  liaiids 
j)ri.sst»l  t(»  lar  brrast. 

'I'rti  jiacis  in  front  of  |ut,  h  <^a|)  in  thf  sliruhhi  i y 
wlirrc  tall  fries  rosf  K-ft  a  smiuII  radiant  ana  of  il- 
Imniiiation  liko  tliat  of  a  linn-li/^lit  in  a  thoatrc,  its 
l)rillianry  intcnsiliid  by  tlu-  tiark  folia^o  hiliititl. 
It  was  ojun  to  viiw  only  from  the  boncli  bv  wbitji 
sill-  stood,  and  appcand,  indird,  like  the  sta^v  of 
ix  littli-  thoatrr  a  sta^c  ocrupied  by  a  bi/arrt'  fi^- 
uri'.  For,  in  the  leiitre  of  this  sliinin^  patch,  with 
the  li^ht  stn)n<r  on  his  face,  was  staiidinrj  a  fair- 
liaired  youn^  man,  dressed  in  a  yellow  eoat,  a  scar- 
let and  white  striped  waistcoat,  wearing  a  jaunt ilv 
cocked  black  hat  on  his  head.  And  even  to  tin 
last  detail,  the  ribbon  laces  above  tlii'  ankle  and  flu 
gold-buckled  shoes,  he  was  the  sketch  of  (leorges 
Meilhac  spning  into  life. 

About  this  sleiuler  figure  there  hung  a  wan  sweet- 
lu  ^  like  a  fine  mist,  almost  an  ethereality  in  that 
light;  yet  in  the  jjale  face  lurked  something  reck- 
less, something  of  the  actor,  too;  anil  though  his 
smile  was  gentle  and  wistful,  there  was  a  twinkle 
behind  it,  not  seen  at  first,  something  amused  and 
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impish;  ,1  small  .surprise-  uii.liriu;illi,  like  u  (K;i  in 
u  rose-jur. 

Fixed  to  tlio  spot  hy  this  npparition,  Miss  H.fty 
«t(MHl  wildly  starii.^r,  |,it  stniiiiin;,'  .v.lids  showing 
tin-  wliitc  above  and  below  the  lar^'e  brown  iris.  I  Ur 
breath  eame  faster  and  deeper,  until,  b.twren  her 
l)artcd  lips  it  became  vocal  in  a  <|uick  sound  like  a 
sob.     At  that  he  spoke. 

"For-ive  me!"  The  voice  was  |„w,  vibrant, 
and  so  exceedin^rly  musical  that  he  mi-ht  have  be,n 
accused  of  coollv  selecting'  his  best  tone;  and  it 
became  oidy  sweeter  wlun,  even  nu.re  softly,  in  a 
semi-whisj)er  of  almost  crucial  pleadinfr,  he  said, 
"  Ah^ — don't  ^o  awav  !  " 

In  truth,  she  couhl  not  ^ro;  she  had  be.n  too 
vitally  stirreil;  she  be^ra,,  to  tremble  exc.ssivi  ly, 
J"id  sank  back  upon  the  bench,  motionin^r  l,i,„ 
away  with  va^nie  gestures  of  her  shaking  hands. 

'I'his  was  more  than  the  Incroyable  had  counted 
upon,  and  far  from  his  desires.  He  started  for- 
ward with  an  exclamation. 

"  Don't  come  mar  me !  "  she  gasped.  "  Who 
arc  you. ^     Go  away  !  " 
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"(live  iin-  one  sih-oikI  to  fxplfiiii,"  1k'  ln';;,in ;  I)iit, 
willi  till'  itisfaiit  nassunuuv  of"  lliis  iHfriiiiiiii;^  Aw 
»'iil  iiiiii  oil"  short,  lur  i"nirs  »lisj»i  Iltd  by  iiis  coin- 
inoiipl.uc.  Nay,  IiuiiH;iiatioii  (iispjacdl  tluiii  m) 
(luiikly  tliat  she  fairly  Ha.>^lictl  up  Infoic  liiiii  to  lur 
full  lui^ht. 

**  Vou  <li(l  not  coiiR'  in  by  the  f^ato!"  slii"  critd. 
"  What  ilo  you  imaii  by  roiniuj^  liiri'  in  that  ilrtss? 
What  ri^ht  have  you  iti  my  ^anlrn?" 

"  tluNt  oiu'  word,"  hr  biMr;;;t(l  (juirkly,  but  vcrv 
gently.    "VouM  allow  a  strri't-bc^Mar  that  iiiuclil"' 

She  stood  bi'forc  him,  jiantin^,  and,  a>  ho 
thought,  glorious,  in  lur  HunIi  of  youth  and  a!i;,ri  r. 
Tom  \  atuivi'l  had  paintcil  lar  inrolun  nth ,  hut 
rii'hly,  in  spite  of  that,  his  whole  heart  bein^  in  the 
portrait;  and  Crailey  Gray  hail  smileil  at  what  he 
deemed  the  exaggeration  of  an  ordinarily  unim- 
pressionable man  who  ha<l  fallen  in  love  "  at  tir^t 
sight;"  yet,  in  the  presence  of  the  reality,  the  In- 
croyable  decided  tliat  Tom's  colors  had  been  gruv 
und  humble.  It  was  not  that  she  was  merely 
lovely,  that  her  nose  was  straight,  and  her  rhln 
dexterously  wrought  between  s(juure  and  oval;  tliat 
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lur  «|jirk  hiiir  lav  soO  us  ii  hluulow  on  Iut  white 
brow;  luit  tliiit  the  liriiil)liii;^  liaiiil  slic  luld  a|,Miiisl 
her  hrnist  .sjirati^  from  n  taprr  wrist  and  lajMnd 
again  to  the  tips  of  flu-  long  fiiif^tis;  nor  thai  she 
WHS  of  thai  sKiulcrntss  as  strong  as  it  is  dilicatc; 
not  all  tin-  i'X(|iiisite-  rigiilfirit  y  of  line  and  mould, 
nor  siniplifity  of  color,  gavi>  lur  that  sigiiiHcanrc 
which  nia<lc  the  Incrovahic  tliclan  to  himsilf  that 
he  stoihi  for  the  tirst  time  in  the  pn  si  nee  of  Meant  v, 
and  that  now  lie  knew  the  women  he  had  heen  wont 
to  call  beautiful  were  hut  prett\.  And  ^et  her 
beauty,  he  told  himself,  was  the  hast  of  her  love- 
liness, for  there  was  a  gl.uiiour  ahoul  her.  It  was 
not  onlv  the  richness  of  her  vouth;  hut  there  was 
an  inetfahle  exhalation  which  seemed  to  he  made 
j)artly  of  light,  jiartly  of  the  very  spirit  of  her, 
and,  oddly  enough,  partly  of  the  scent  of  the  little- 
fan  that  hung  by  a  ribbon  from  her  waist.  This 
was  a  woman  like  a  wine,  he  t\lt,  thire  was  a 
boucjuet. 

In  regard  to  the  boufpiet  of  the  yoiuig  man  him- 
self, if  he  possessed  one,  it  is  pertinent  to  relate 
that    at    this    very    instant    the    thought    skipped 
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arross  l.i.s  ,„i,„J  ( |iko  tl,,.  I.,,,,  .,f  a  Hc,i  i„  u  h.m  .),.,) 
thai  soMK-  ,lav  Ik.  ,ni^r|,f   ,i,„|  ,|,^.  ,„„„„.,,,   ^^^J^^  ,^^ 

C-0U|,|    t.ll    luT  thr   truth  Hl,„„t    luTMlf-  «it|,   H   |,,..|r 

i.iUKl.~  an.l  SUV  :  "  TIk-  unMd.  Mut  tluir  Iml... .  i„ 
H  .sh.uIhI-«(.(„|  box  to  be  made  i/.to  a  woina..  a.,.1 
it  was  vt>u  !  " 

"  If  .V«)U  bavo  unvtbin^r  f„  say  for  voiirMlf,  suv 
it  (niicklv!"  said  Miss  IKfty. 

"  Vou  w.Tc-  si.i^ri,,^,  ,1  v^iiil..  a^ro,"  br  an>u,.n<I, 
soin.vvbat  buskily,  '-ami  I  st.,,,,K,l  ,,,1  Ibr  stn.l  to 
lisl.n;  tbiT.  I  canir  bciv  to  br  luanr.     Tb,.  s,,.||  of 

Vour  voire. "     H,.  bn.kc  ott'  abrupt  I  v  to  ,1,,,,.^^. 

the  word.  "  Tbo  sjull  of  tbo  s„„^r  ,.,„„"..  ..v.  r  „:,  "- 
it  is  my  dearest  favorite-  so  tbat  I  stood  all.  ru.rd 
in  a  sort  of  trance,  only  bearin-  a-aln,  i„  tbc 
silence,  'Tbe  stolen  beart,  like  tbe  ^atb.n.i  r.-M-, 
will  bloom  but  for  a  day!'  I  di,|  ,H,t  s.r  vo„ 
until  you  nuiie  to  tbe  bencb.  Y..11  must  b,  h\  ve 
nie:  I  would  not  bavc  fri-btened  you  for  aiiythin- 
in  tbe  world." 

"  Wiiy  are  you  wcarinfr  tbat  dress?  " 
He  lau^lied,  and  pointed  to  where,  b.  hind  him  on 
the  ground,  lay  a  long  ^,ray  cloak,  upon  which  had 
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been  tossed  a  white  mask.  "  I'm  on  my  way  to  the 
masquerade,"  he  answered,  with  an  airy  gesture  in 
the  direction  of  the  violins.  "  I'm  an  Incroyablc, 
you  see;  and  I  had  the  costume  made  from  my 
recollection  of  a  sketch  of  your  great-uncle.  I 
saw  it  a  long  time  ago  in  your  library." 

Miss  Carewe's  accustomed  poise  was  quite  recov- 
ered; indeed,  she  was  astonished  to  discover  a  dis- 
tinct trace  of  disappointment  that  the  brilliant  ap- 
parition must  offer  so  tame  an  explanation.  What 
he  said  was  palpably  the  truth ;  there  was  a  masque- 
rade that  night,  she  knew,  at  the  Madrillon's,  a  little 
way  up  Carewe  Street,  and  her  father  had  gone, 
an  hour  earlier,  a  blue  domino  over  his  arm. 

The  Incroyable  was  a  person  of  almost  magical 
perceptivencss ;  he  felt  the  let-down  immediately 
and  feared  a  failure.  This  would  not  do ;  the  atti- 
tude of  tension  between  them  must  be  renewed  at 
once.  "You'll  forgive  me?"  he  began,  in  a 
quickly  impassioned  tone.  "  It  was  only  after 
you  sang,  a  dream  possessed  me,  and " 

"  I  cannot  stay  to  talk  with  you,"  Miss  Betty 
interrupted,  and  added,  with  a  straightfor  vardness 
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which  made  him  afraid  she  would  prove  lamentahly 
direct :  "  I  do  not  know  you." 

Perhaps  she  remembered  tliat  already  one  younj; 
man  liad  been  presented  to  her  by  no  better  spon- 
sor than  a  white  cat,  and  had  no  desire  to  carry 
her  unconventionality  farther  than  that.  In  tlip 
present  instance  there  was  not  even  a  kitten. 

She  turned  toward  the  house,  whereupon  he  gave 
a  little  pathetic  exclamation  of  pleading  in  a  voice 
that  was  masterly,  being  as  sincere  as  it  was  musi- 
cal, and  he  took  a  few  leaning  steps  toward  her, 
both  hands  outstretched. 

"  One  moment  more ! "  he  cried,  as  she  turned 
again  to  him.  "  It  may  be  the  one  chance  of  my 
life  to  speak  with  you;  don't  deny  mc  this.  All 
the  rest  will  meet  you  when  the  happy  evening 
comes,  will  dance  with  you,  talk  with  you,  see  you 
when  they  like,  listen  to  you  sing.  I,  alone,  must 
hover  about  the  gates,  or  steal  like  a  thief  into  your 
garden  to  hear  you  from  a  distance.  Listen  to 
me — ^just  this  once — for  a  moment?  " 

"  I  cannot  listen,"  she  said  firmly ;  and  stood 
quite  still.     She  was  now  in  deep  shadow, 
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*'  I  will  not  boliovc  v<)u  iiiercikiss !  You  would 
not  fondeinn  the  inciiiK'st  cTiiniiiid  unlienrd!'''  Ko- 
nieiubcriiig  that  she  whs  so  lately  from  the  fonvciit, 
he  ventured  this  sj)eech  in  a  deep,  thrilling  voice, 
only  to  receive  a  distinct  shock  for  liis  pains,  for 
she  greeted  it  with  an  irrepressible,  most  unex- 
])ected  peal  of  contralto  laughter,  and  his  lips 
parted  slightly  with  the  surprise  of  it. 

They  parted  nuich  farther  in  the  next  instant — 
in  good  truth,  it  may  be  stated  of  the  gentleman 
that  he  was  left  with  his  mouth  open — for,  sud- 
denly leaning  toward  him  out  of  the  shadow  into 
the  light,  lier  face  shining  as  a  cast  of  tragedy,  she 
cried  in  a  hoarse  whisper: 

"  Arc  i/oii  a  murderer?  " 

And  with  that  and  a  whisk  of  her  skirts,  and  a 
footfall  on  the  gravel  path,  she  was  gone.  He 
stood  dumbfounded,  j)oor  comedian,  having  come 
to  play  the  chief  role,  but  to  find  the  scene  taken  . 
out  of  his  hands.  Then  catching  the  flutter  of  her 
wrap,  as  she  disappeared  into  the  darkness  of  the 
veranda,  he  cried  in  a  loud,  manly  voice : 

"  You  are  a  dear!  " 
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As  he  came  out  into  the  street  tlirough  a  gap  in 
the  h<(lgo,  he  paused,  drawing  his  cloak  ahout  him, 
and  Hfted  his  face  to  the  eastern  moon.     It  was  a 
strange  face:  the  modelling  most  like  what  is  called 
"  Greek,"  save  for  the  nose,  which  was  a  trifle  too 
short  for  that,  and  the  features  showed  a  happy 
purity  of  outline  almost  childlike;  the  blue  eyes, 
clear,   flock  less,    serenely    irresponsible,    with   more 
the  look  of  refusing  responsibility  than  being  un- 
conscious of  it ; eyes  without  care,  without  prudence, 
and   without   evil.      A   sti anger   might   have   said 
he  was  about  twenty-five  and  had  never  a  thought 
in  his  life.    There  were  some  blossoms  on  the  hedge, 
an<l  he  touched  one  lightly,  as  though  he  chucked 
it  under  the  chin;  he  smiled  upon  it  then,  but  not 
as  he  had  smiled  upon  Miss  Retty,  for  this  was  his 
own,  the  snn'le  that  came  when  he  was  alone;  and, 
when  it  came,  the  face  was  no  longer  jovous  as  it 
had  luen  in  repose;  there  was  an  infinite  patience 
and   worn   tolerance— possibly    for   himself.     This 
incongruous  and  melancholy  smile  was  astonishing: 
one  looked  for  the  laughter  of  a  boy  and  found,  in- 
stead, a  gentle,  worldly,  old  prelate. 
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Stdiuliiifjf  thoro,  nil  ulono  in  tlio  moonlight,  by 
tho  lu'dgc,  lie  lifted  both  hands  high  and  wavod 
thoMi  toward  the  house,  as  children  wave  to  each 
other  across  lawns  at  twilight.  After  that  lie  made 
a  fantastic  how  to  his  corrugated  sliadow  on  tho 
board  sidewalk. 

'*  A^mn,  ymx  rogu.  :  "  ho  exclaimed  aloud. 
Then,  as  he  faced  about  and  began  to  walk  in  tho 
direction  of  the  beckoning  violins:  "1  wonder  if 
Tom's  kitten  was  bettor,  after  all !  " 
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CHAPTER  III 

The  RiffTucft  Gallery  of  a  Father  Shojild 

be  Exhibited  to  a  Daughter  xvith 

Partieular  Care 

THOSE  angels  appointed  to  ho  guardians 
of  the  merry  people  of  Rouen,  poising  one 
night,  hetween  earth  and  stars,  discovered 
a  single  brilliant  and  resonant  spot,  set  in  the  midst 
of  the  dark,  quiet  town  like  a  jewelled  niusic-hox  on 
a  black  cloth.  Sounds  of  revelry  and  the  dance 
from  the  luminous  spot  came  up  through  the  sum- 
mer stillness  to  the  weary  guardians  all  night  long, 
until,  at  last,  when  a  red  glow  stole  into  the  east, 
and  the.dance  still  continued,  nay,  grew  faster  than 
ever,  the  celestial  watchers  found  the  work  too 
heavy  for  their  strength,  and  forthwith  departed, 
leaving  the  dancers  to  their  own  devices;  for.  as 
everyone  knows,  when  a  dance  lusts  till  daylight, 
guardian  angels  flee. 
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All  night   long  the  fiddles  had  boon  swinging 
nway  at  their  best ;  all  night  long  the  candles  had 
shone  iti  tliin  rows  of  bright  orange  through  the 
slits  of  the  window-blinds;  but   now,  as   the  day 
broke  over  the  maples,  the  shutters  were  flung  open 
by  laughing  young  men,  and  the  drivers  of  the  car- 
riages, waiting  in  the  tlusty  street,  pressed  up  closer 
to  the  hedge,  or  came  within  and  stretched  them- 
selves upon  the  lawn,  to  see  the  people  waltzing  in 
the  daylight.     The  horses,  having  no  such  desires, 
stood  with  loosened  check-reins,  slightly  twitching 
their  upper  lips,  wistful  of  the  tall  grass  which  bor- 
dered the  wooden  sidewalk,  though  now  and  then 
one  would  lift  his  head  high,  sniffing  the  morning 
air  and  bending  an  ejirnest  ga/e  not  upon  the  tlan- 
cers  but  upon  the  florid  east. 

Over  the  unwoaried  plaint  of  French-horn,  vio- 
lin, and  bassoon,  rose  a  silvery  confusion  of  voices 
and  laughter  and  the  sound  of  a  hundred  footfalls 
in  unison,  while,  from  the  open  windows  there  is- 
sued a  warm  breath,  heavily  laden  with  the  smell 
of  scented  fans,  of  rich  fabrlis,  of  dying  roses,  to 
mingle  with  the  s{)icy  pirfume  of  a  wild  crab-tree 

[  40  ] 


The  lioff tie's  Gallery  of  a  Father 
in  fullest  blossom,  which  stood  near  onou^rh  to  jjocr 
into  the  ball-room,  niul,  like  a  brocvuled  belle  lu  r- 
self,  challenge  the  richest  to  show  raiment  as  fine, 
the  loveliest  to  look  as  fair  and  joyful  in  the  dawn. 

"  Believe  me,  if  till  (hose  emlmrouj  youmj  rhurrns. 
Which  J  (jtize  on  »u  fondly  to-diiy, 
\Y»r^  to  fade  hy  to-morrow  anil  flmt  from  my  armn. 
Like  fairy  ijifts  faditiij  away " 

So  ran  the  violins  in  waltz  time,  so  bassoon  and 
horn  to  those  dulcet  measures;  and  then,  with  one 
accord,  a  hundred  voices  joined  them  in  the  old, 
sweet  melody : 


"  Thou  xrouldst  still  he  adored  as  this  mnrtifiit  thou  art. 
Let  thy  loveliness  fade.  <is  it  irill ; 
Ami  anmnd  the  dear  ruin  each  wish  </  my  heart 
Would  entwine  itself  verduntly  still." 

And  the  jealous  crab-tree  found  but  one  to  over- 
match itself  in  beauty:  a  lady  who  was  the  focus  of 
the  singing;  for,  by  the  time  the  shutters  were  flung 
open,  there  was  not  a  young  man  in  the  room, 
lacked  he  never  so  greatlv  in  music  or  in  voice,  who 
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did  not  lioiirtily  desire  to  sing  to  Miss  IM^y  Ca- 
rcwc,  und  who  did  not  now  (cnining  neck  over  part- 
ner's shoulder)  seek  to  fix  her  with  his  glittering 
cjc,  while  he  sang  "  Oh,  believe  nie  "  most  directly 
and  conspicuously  at  her.  For  that  night  was  the 
beginning  of  Miss  Hetty's  famous  career  as  the 
>ellc  of  Rouen,  and  was  the  date  from  which 
strangers  were  to  hear  of  her  as  "the  beautiful 
Miss  Oircwe,"  until  "  Inautiful  "  was  left  off,  vis- 
itors to  the  town  being  supposed  to  have  heard  at 
least  that  nmch  before  they  came. 

There  had  been  nmch  discussion  of  her,  though 
only  one  or  two  had  caught  glimpsts  of  her;  but 
most  of  the  gallants  appeared  to  agree  with  Crailoy 
Gray,  who  aired  his  opinion — in  an  exceedingly 
casual  way— at  the  little  club  on  Main  Street.  Mr. 
Gray  held  that  when  the  daughter  of  a  man  Jis  rich 
as  Bob  Carewc  was  heralded  as  a  beauty  the  chances 
were  that  she  would  prove  disappointing,  and,  for 
his  part,  he  was  not  even  interested  enough  to  at- 
tend and  investigate.  So  he  was  going  down  the 
river  in  a  canoe  and  preferred  the  shyness  of  bass 
to  that  of  a  girl  of  eighteen  just  from  the  con- 
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vent,  1k'  said.  Tom  Vunrcvi'l  was  not  present  on  the 
iK-ciisioii  of  tliese  remarks,  and  the  general  coneur- 
reno"  with  Crailey  may  be  suspected  as  a  {)urely 
verbal  one,  siiu-e,  when  the  evening  came,  two  of 
the  most  enthusiastic  dancers  and  love-makers  of 
the  town,  the  handsome  Tappiiigham  Marsh  and 
that  doughty  ex-dragoon  and  Indian  fighter,  stout 
old  (Jeneral  Trumble,  were  upon  the  field  Ixfore 
the  enemy  appeared;  that  is  to  say,  they  were  in 
the  new  ball-room  before  their  host;  indeed,  the 
musicians  had  not  arrived,  and  Nelson,  an  aged 
negro  servitor,  was  engaged  in  lighting  the  house. 

The  crafty  pair  had  planned  this  early  descent 
with  a  view  to  monopoly  by  right  of  priority,  in 
case  the  game  jjroved  worth  the  candle,  and  they 
were  leaning  effectively  against  the  little  railing 
about  the  nmsicians'  platform  when  Mr.  Carewe 
entered  the  room  with  his  daughter  on  his  arm. 

She  was  in  white,  touched  with  countless  small 
lavender  flowers ;  there  were  rows  and  rows  of  won- 
derful silk  and  lace  flounces  on  her  skirt,  and  her 
fan  hung  from  a  rope  of  great  pearls.  Ah,  hid- 
eous,   blue,    rough    cloth    of    the    convent,    uiir<jr- 
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gotten,  but  laid  usiik'  forever,  wliiit  a  chrysalis  3011 
were ! 

Ta})])ingliaiii  twitelied  his  coinpaiiion's  sleeve, 
but  the  Cieiieral  was  already  posing;  and  neither 
heard  the  words  of  presentation,  because  Miss 
Betty  j;ave  each  of  them  a  (juick  look,  then  smiled 
upon  them  is  they  bowed;  the  slayers  were  pros- 
trated iK'fore  their  prey.  Never  were  lady-killers 
more  instantaneously  tamed  and  sul)ju<^ated  by  the 
power  of  the  feminiia-  eye.  Will  Cununings  came 
in  soon,  and,  almost  up«)n  his  heels,  Eufjene  Ma- 
drillon  and  young  Frank  Chenowefh,  No  others 
appeared  for  half  an  hour,  and  the  five  gentlemen 
looked  at  one  another  aside,  each  divining  his  own 
diplomacy  in  his  fellow's  eye,  and  each  lalM)riously 
explaining  to  the  others  his  own  mistake  in  regard 
to  the  hour  designated  upon  Mr.  Carewe's  cards  of 
invitation.  This  small  embarrassment,  however, 
did  not  prevent  General  Trumble  and  young  Mr. 
Chenoweth  from  coming  to  high  words  over  Miss 
Carewe's  little,  gilt-filigree  "  programme "  of 
dances. 

It  may  be  not  untimely  to  remark,  also,  of  these 
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five  n>(]oul)fiil)Ii-  htaux,  tlmt,  (hiring  the  evcninpf, 
it  occurred  to  every  one  of  them  to  he  glad  that 
Crailey  (Irtiy  was  hetrothed  to  Fanchon  Hareaud, 
and  that  lie  was  down  on  the  Rouen  River  with  a 
ranoe,  a  rod  and  a  tent.  Nay,  without  more  words, 
to  dechire  the  truth  in  regard  to  CraiU^y,  they  felt 
greater  security  in  liis  ahscncc  from  the  field  than 
in  his  iHtrothal.  As  Mr.  Ciienoweth,  a  youth  as 
open  as  ont-of-doors,  iKitli  in  countenance  and 
mind,  ohsencd  plaintively  to  Tappingham  Marsh 
in  a  corner,  while  they  watched  Miss  Betty's 
lavender  flowers  miraculously  swirling  tlirougli  a 
tpiadrille:  "  Crailey,  you  know,  well,  Crailey's  heen 
engaged  hefore!"  It  was  not  Mr,  Chenoweth's 
hahit  to  disguise  his  apprehensions,  and  Crailey 
(iray  would  not  fibh  for  bass  forever. 

The  same  Ciienoweth  was  he,  who,  maddened  by 
the  General's  triunipliantly  familiar  way  of  toying 
with  Miss  Betty's  fan  between  two  dances,  at- 
tempted to  propose  to  lier  during  the  sunrise  waltz. 
Having  sung  "  Oh,  believe  me "  in  her  ear  as 
loudly  as  he  could,  he  expressed  the  wish — quite  as 
loudly—"  That  this  waltz  miglit  last  for  always !  " 
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Tlmt  wns  tlic  seventh  time  it  had  f)oon  snid  to 
Betty  (luring  the  ni^ht,  und  thoii^li  Mr.  Chnio- 
weth's  predecessor**  hiid  revealed  their  desires  in  ft 
fjuise  liiekinff  tins  pnMli^ioiis  iirllessness,  she  al- 
reudy  possessed  no  novel  arquaiiitance  with  the 
exclamation.  But  she  made  no  comment;  her  part- 
ner's style  was  not  a  stimulanl  to  repartee.  "  It 
would  h<'  lieaven,"  he  amplified  earnestly,  "  it 
would  1k^  heaven  to  dance  with  you  fore\i-r — on  a 
desert  isle  where  the  others  couhln't  come !  "  he  fin- 
ished with  sudden  acerhity  as  his  eye  caught  the 
(leneral's. 

He  proceeded,  and  only  the  cessation  of  the 
nnisic  aided  Miss  C'arewe  in  stopping  the  declara- 
tion before  it  was  altogether  out ;  and  at  that  point 
Frank's  own  father  came  to  her  rescue,  though  in 
a  fashion  little  saving  of  her  confusion.  The  elder 
("henoweth  was  one  of  the  gallant  and  kindly 
Southern  colony  that  made  it  natural  for  Rouen 
always  to  speak  of  Miss  Carewe  as  "  Miss  Betty." 
Ill'  was  a  handsome  old  fellow,  whose  hair,  long 
moustache  and  imperial  were  as  white  as  he  was 
proud   of  them,  a   Virginian  with  the   admirable 
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Souflicrn  fcurlfssni'ss  of  being  thought  sontimcn- 
tiil.  Mount ing  ii  chuir  with  coiupk-tc  dignit)',  he 
lifted  )i  glass  of  wirif  high  in  the  air,  and,  when 
all  the  other  glasses  had  been  filled,  proposed  the 
health  of  his  young  hostess.  lie  made  a  speech  of 
some  length,  pronouncing  himself  quite  as  hope- 
lessly in  love  with  his  old  friend's  daughter  as  all 
could  see  his  own  son  was;  and  wishing  her  long 
life  and  })rosperity,  with  many  allusions  to  fra- 
grant bowers  and  the  Muses. 

It  made  Miss  Betty  happy,  but  it  was  rather 
trying,  too,  for  she  could  only  stand  with  down- 
cast eyes  before  them  all,  trembling  a  little,  and 
receiving  a  mixed  impression  of  Mr.  Chcnoweth's 
remarks,  catching  fragments  hero  and  there: 
"  And  may  the  blush  upon  that  gentle  check, 
lovelier  than  the  radiant  clouds  at  set  of  sun," 
and  "  Yet  the  sands  of  the  hour-glass  must  fall, 
and  in  the  calm  and  beauteous  old  age  some  day 
to  Ik'  her  lot,  when  fond  mem'ry  leads  her  back  to 
view  again  the  brilliant  scene  about  her  now, 
whore  stand  '  fair  women  and  brave  men,'  wine- 
cup  in  hand  to  do  her  honor,  oh,  may  she  wij)e  the 
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silent  tear,"  and  the  like.  As  the  old  gentleman 
finished,  and  before  the  toast  was  drunk,  Fanchon 
Bareaud,  kissing  her  hand  to  Betty,  took  up  the 
song  again;  and  they  all  joined  in,  lifting  their 
glasses  to  the  blushing  and  happy  girl  clinging  to 
her  father's  arm: 


•'  T/iou  troulilst  still  he  ailored  (u  this  moment  thim  art. 
Lit  thy  lori-Hness  fade  <is  it  will; 
Anil  a  round  the  dmr  niin,  earh  winh  of  my  heart. 
Would  entwine  itself  verdantly  still." 

They  were  happy  people  who  had  not  learned 
to  be  self-conscious  enough  to  fear  doing  a  pretty 
thing  openly  withoirt  mocking  themselves  for  it; 
and  it  was  a  brave  circle  they  made  about  Betty 
Carewe,  the  charming  faces  of  the  women  and  their 
fine  furbelows,  handsome  men  and  tall,  all  so  gay, 
so  cheerily  smiling,  and  yet  so  earnest  in  their  wel- 
come to  her.  No  one  was  afraid  to  "  let  out  "  his 
voice;  tlieir  song  went  full  and  strong  over  the 
waking  town,  and  when  it  was  finished  the  ball  was 
over,  too. 

The  veranda  and  the  path  to  the  gate  became  like 
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tropic  gardens,  tlie  fair  colors  of  the  women's 
drosses,  Imllooning  in  the  early  breeze,  making  the 
place  seem  strewn  with  giant  blossoms.  They  all 
went  away  at  the  same  time,  those  in  carriages  call- 
ing farewells  to  each  other  and  to  the  little  proces- 
sions departing  on  foot  in  different  directions  to 
homes  near  by.  The  sound  of  the  voices  and  laugh- 
ter drew  away,  slowly  died  out  altogether,  and  the 
silence  of  the  street  was  strange  and  unfamiliar  to 
Hetty.  She  went  to  the  hedge  and  watched  the 
musicians,  who  were  the  last  to  go,  until  they  passed 

Mil  sight :  little  black  toilsome  figures,  carrying 
grotesque  !>'  ick  boxes.  While  she  could  still  see 
them,  it  seemed  to  her  that  her  ball  was  not  quite 
over,  and  she  wished  to  hold  the  least  speck  of  it  as 
long  as  she  could ;  but  when  they  had  disappeared, 
she  faced  the  truth  with  a  deep  sigh:  the  long, 
glorious  night  was  finished  indeed. 

What  she  needed  now  was  another  girl :  the  two 
would  have  gone  to  Betty's  room  and  danced  it  all 
over  again  until  noon ;  but  she  had  only  her  father. 
She  found  him  smoking  a  Principe  cigar  upon  the 
veranda,  so  she  seated  herself  timidly,  nevertheless 
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with  a  hopeful  glance  at  him,  on  the  steps  at  his 
feet ;  and,  as  she  tlid  so,  he  looked  down  uj)on  her 
with  something  more  akin  to  geniality  than  any- 
thing she  had  ever  seen  in  his  eye  heforc.  It  was 
not  geniality  itself,  but  might  be  third  cousin  to  it. 
Indeed,  in  his  way,  he  was  almost  proud  of  her, 
though  he  had  no  wish  to  show  it.  Since  one  was 
compelled  to  display  the  fact  that  one  possessed 
a  grown  daughter,  it  was  well  that  she  be  like  this 
one. 

They  did  not  know  each  other  very  well,  and  she 
often  doubted  that  they  would  ever  become  inti- 
mate. There  was  no  sense  of  companionship  for 
either  in  the  other;  she  had  been  unable  to  break 
through  his  perfunctory,  almost  formal,  manner 
with  her;  therefore,  because  he  encouraged  no  af- 
fection in  her,  she  felt  none,  and  wondered  why, 
since  he  was  her  father.  She  was  more  curious 
about  him  than  interested,  and,  though  she  did 
not  know  it,  she  was  prepared  to  judge  him — should 
occasion  arise — precisely  as  she  would  judge  any 
other  mere  acquaintance.  This  morning,  for  the 
first  time,  she  was  conscious  of  a  sense  of  warmth 
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and  ffratitudo  toward  him :  tlic  elaborate  fashion  in 
which  he  hail  introduced  her  to  his  friends  made  it 
appear  possible  tha  he  liked  her;  for  he  had  for- 
gotten nothing,  and  to  remember  cverj-thing  in  this 
case  was  to  be  lavish,  which  has  often  the  appear- 
ance of  generosity. 

And  yet  there  had  been  a  lack :  some  small  ching 
she  had  missed,  though  she  was  not  entirely  sure 
that  she  identified  it;  but  the  lack  had  not  been 
in  her  father  or  in  anything  he  had  done.  Then, 
too,  there  was  something  so  unexpectedly  human 
and  pleasant  in  his  not  going  to  bed  at  once,  but 
remaining  to  smoke  on  the  veranda  at  this  hour, 
that  she  gave  him  credit  for  a  little  of  her  own  ex- 
citement, innocently  fancying  that  he,  also,  might 
feel  the  need  of  a  companion  with  whom  to  talk 
over  the  brilliant  passages  of  the  night.  And  a 
moment  ensued  when  she  debated  taking  his  hand. 
She  was  too  soon  glad  that  her  intuition  forbade 
the  demonstration. 

"  It  was  all  so  beautiful,  papa,"  she  said,  timidly. 
"  I  have  no  way  to  tell  you  how  I  thank  you." 

"  You  may  do  that,"  he  replied,  evenly,  with  no 
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utikiiulncss,  with  no  kindness,  oitlur,  in  the  level  of 
his  tone,  "  hy  never  dancing  again  more  than  twice 
with  one  man  in  one  evening." 

"  1  t'  ink  I  should  much  prefer  not,  myself," 
siie  returned,  lifting  her  head  to  face  him  gravely. 
"  I  helieve  if  I  cared  to  dance  more  than  once 
with  one,  I  should  like  to  dance  all  of  them  with 
him." 

Mr.  C'arewc  frowned.  "  I  trust  that  you  «liscov- 
«red  none  last  night  whom  you  wished  to  honor 
with  your  entire  progranmie.?  " 

"  No,"  she  laughed,  "  not  last  night." 
Her  father  tossed  aw. ay  his  cigar  abruptly.  "  Is 
it  too  much  to  hope,"  he  inquired,  "  that  when  you 
discover  a  gentleman  with  whom  you  desire  to  waltz 
all  night,  you  will  omit  to  mention  the  fact  to 
him.?" 

There  was  a  brief  flash  of  her  eye  as  she  recalled 
her  impulse  to  take  his  hand,  but  she  immediately 
looked  at  him  witii  such  complete  seriousness  that 
he  feared  his  irony  had  been  thrown  away. 

"  V'\  remember  not  to  mention  it,"  she  answered. 
"  I'll  tell  him  you  told  me  not  to." 
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*'  I  think  you  may  retire  now,"  said  Mr.  Carewc, 
sharj)ly. 

She  rose  from  the  steps,  went  to  the  door,  then 
turned  at  the  threshold.  "  Were  all  your  friends 
here,  papa?  " 

"  Do  you  think  that  every  ninny  who  gabbled  in 
my  house  last  night  was  my  friend?  "  he  said,  an- 
grily. "  There  was  one  friend  of  mine,  Mrs.  Tan- 
berry,  who  wasn't  here,  because  she  is  out  of  town ; 
but  I  do  not  imagine  that  you  arc  inquiring  about 
women.  You  mean:  Was  every  unmarried  male 
idiot  who  could  afford  a  swallow-tailed  coat  and  a 
clean  pair  of  gloves  cavorting  about  the  place? 
Yes,  miss,  they  were  all  here  except  two,  and  one 
of  those  is  a  fool,  the  other  a  knave." 

"  Can't  I  know  the  fool?  "  she  asked,  eagerly. 

"  I  rejoice  to  find  them  so  rare  in  your  expe- 
rience !  "  he  retorted.  "  This  one  is  out  of  town, 
though  I  have  no  doubt  you  will  see  him  sufficiently 
often  when  he  returns.  His  name  is  Crailey  Gray, 
and  he  is  to  marry  Famhon  13areaud — if  he  re- 
members ! " 

"And  the  knave?" 
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"Is  Olio!"     C'hil'Wc  shut  his  toctli  with  ii  vi'iio- 
nious  snap,  jiiul  his  whole  fuce  mhleiiod  suddiiily. 
"  I'll    inention    this    ftllow    once — now,"    he    said, 
speiiking  each  word  with  cniphusis.     "  His  n.uiie  is 
Vunrevcl.     You  see  that  gate;  you  see  the  line  of 
my  property  there:   the   nmn  himself,  us  well  as 
every  other  i)erson  in  the  town,  remembers  well  that 
the  last  time  I  spoke  to  him,  it  was  to  tell  him  that 
if  he  ever  set  foot  on  ground  of  mine  I'd  shoot  him 
down,  and  he  knows,  and  they  all  know,  I  shall  keep 
my  word!     Elsewhere,  I  told  him  that  for  the  sake 
of  public  peace,  I  should  ignore  him.     I  do.     Vou 
will  see  him  everywhere ;  but  it  will  not  be  difficult ; 
no  one  will  have  the  hardihood  to  present  him  to 
my  daughter.     The  (juarrel  between  us—"     Mr. 
C'arcwc  broke  off  for  a  moment,  his  hantls  clinch- 
ing the  arms  of  his  chair,  while  lie  swallowed  with 
difficulty,  as  though  he  choketi   upon  some   acrid 
bolus,  and  he  was  so  strongly  agitated  by  his  own 
mention  of  his  enemy  that  he  controlletl  himself  by 
a   painful   effort   of   his   will.     "  The  quarrel   be- 
tween   us    is    political — and    personal.      Vou    will 
remember." 
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"  I  sliull  ri'iiu-inbiT,"  she  answered  in  a  rather 
fri^liteiied  voice. 

It  was  \anfr  before  she  fell  asleep.  "  I 
alone  must  hover  about  the  gates  or  steal  into 
your  garden  like  a  thief,"  the  Incroyable  had  said, 
"  The  last  time  I  spoke  to  him  it  was  to  tell  him 
that  if  he  ever  set  foot  on  groun<l  of  mine,  I'd  shoot 
him  down  !  "  had  been  her  father's  declaration.  And 
Mr.  Carewe  had  spoken  with  the  most  undeniable 
air  of  meaning  what  he  said.  Yet  she  knew  that 
the  Incroyable  wcmld  come  again. 

Also,  with  hot  cheeks  pressed  into  her  pillow. 
Miss  Betty  had  identified  the  young  man  in  the 
white  hat,  that  dark  j)er.son  whose  hand  she  had  far 
too  impetuously  seized  in  both  of  hers.  Aha!  It 
was  this  gentleman  who  looked  into  people's  eyes 
.  and  stammered  so  sincerely  over  a  pretty  speech 
that  you  almost  believed  him,  it  was  he  who  was  to 
marry  Fanchon  Bareaud — "  if  he  remembers!  " 
No  wonder  Fanchon  had  been  in  such  a  hurry 
to  get  him  away.  .  .  .  "  /f  he  remembers!  " 
Such  was  that  young  man's  character,  was  it? 
Miss  Carewe  laughed  aloud  to  her  pillow :  for,  was 
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one  to  fTucss   the   reason,  also,  of  his  not  liiivinK 
c-oine  to  her  bull?     IIiul  the  jM)or  nwin  been  cum- 
mamhd  to  be  "  out  of  town?  " 

Then,  renienibeiing  the  piquant  and  generous 
face  of  Fanchon,  Betty  clinched  her  fingers  tightly 
and  crushed  tiie  imp  who  had  suggested  the  un- 
worthy thought,  crushed  him  to  a  wretched  pulp 
and  threw  him  out  of  the  open  window.  He  im- 
mediately sneaked  in  by  the  back  way,  for,  in  si)itc 
<.f  her  victory,  she  still  felt  a  little  sorry  for  poor 
I'.iiulion. 
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"/////  Sparc   Your  Couufrys  Fldff" 

IF  it  be  true  tliat  love  is  the  great  incentive  to 
the  useless  arts,  the  number  of  gentlemen  who 
became  poets  for  the  sake  of  Miss  Betty  Ca- 
rewe  need  not  be  considered  extraordinary.  Of  all 
tliat  w/is  written  of  her  dancing,  Tom  Vanrevel's 
lines,  "  I  Danced  with  Her  kneatli  the  Lights  " 
(which  he  certainly  had  not  done  when  he  wrote 
them)  were,  perhaps,  next  to  Crailey  Gray's  in 
merit,  though  'I'(mi  burned  his  rhymes  after  read- 
ing them  to  Crailey.  Other  troubadours  were  not 
so  modest,  and  the  Uoucn  Journal  found  no  lack 
of  tuneful  offering,  that  spring,  generously  print- 
ing all  of  it,  even  at  the  period  when  it  became 
epidemic.  The  public  had  little  difficulty  in  recog- 
nizing the  work  of  Mr.  Francis  Chenoweth  in 
an  anonymous  "Sonnet"  (of  twenty-three  lines) 
which  ui)peared  in   the  issue  following  Miss  Ca- 
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rowi-'s  <ltl)ut.  Mr.  Chenoweth  wroto  thnt  wliih 
«l»in('iti>f  tlic  iimzourka  with  a  Lovely  Beiii^,  tlio 
sweetest  feelinf?s  of  his  soul,  in  n  celestial  stream, 
I)ore  him  away  iK'yomI  control,  in  a  seraphic  jlream; 
and  he  untruthfully  stated  that  at  the  same  time  he 
saw  her  wipe  the  silent  tear,  omitting,  however,  to 
venture  any  explanation  of  the  cause  of  her  emo- 
tion. Old  (Jeneral  Trumhle  boldly  signed  his  poem 
in  full.  It  was  called  "  An  Ode  upon  Miss  C — '» 
Waltzing,"  and  it  Ijogan : 

"  When  Ihttina  found /air  Rouen'i  ihore. 
And  her  ntftd  father  to  u*  hin-e 

Ihr  from  tht  cloister  neat. 
She  waltzed  upon  the  ball-room  floor. 

And  liifhtly  twirleil  upon  her  feet." 

Mr.  Carewc  was  rightfully  indignant,  and  re- 
fused to  acknowledge  the  (Jeiieral's  salutation  at 
their  next  meeting:  Trumhle  was  fifteen  years 
oUlir  than  he. 

As  Crailey  Gra\-  never  danced  w  ith  Miss  Carewe, 
it  is  soiiiowhut  singular  that  she  should  have  heen 
the  inspiration  of  his  swinging  verses  in  waltz 
measure,  '*  Heart-strings  on  a  Violin,"  the  sense  of 


"Hut  Sparc  Your  Itmutrtf't  Flag" 
wliich  WHS  Unit  when  a  violin  liml  playrd  for  her 
(liinciiig,  tlu'  instninuiit  should  l)c  sluittored  as 
wiiu-gliis-^rs  lire  after  a  groat  toast.  However,  no 
onr,  extipt  til'  avitlior  himself,  knew  that  Betty 
was  the  suhjeet  ,  for  Crailey  certainly  did  not  men- 
tion it  to  Miss  Bareaud,  nor  to  his  best  friend, 
Vanrevel. 

It   WHS  to  some   dej^ree   a   stnnif^o  comradeship 

between  these  two  yoiin;;  men;  tiieir  tastes  led  them 

so  often  in  opposite  directions.    They  had  r(x)ms  to- 

m  ther  over  their  offi<eH  in  the  "  Madrillon  Block  " 

on    Main   Street,  and   the  lights  shone   late   from 

their  windows  every  night  in  the  year.     Sometimes 

that  would  mean  only  that  the  two  friends  w   re 

talking,  for  they  never  reached  a  silent  intimacy, 

hut,  even   after   several   years   of   companii  iiship, 

were  rarely  seen  togither  when  not  in  interested, 

often  eager,  conversation,  so  that  people  won<lered 

what  in  the  world  they  still  found  to  say  to  each 

other.     But  many  a  night  the  late-shining  lamp 

meant  that  Tom  sat  alone,  with  a  brief  or  a  book, 

or  wooed  the  lorn  hours  with  his  magical  guitar. 

For  be  never  went  to  bed  until  the  other  came  home. 
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And  if  (Inflight  camo  without  Crnilcy,  \'anri'vel 
would  fto  out,  yawniriff  mightily,  to  I(M»k  for  liim; 
nnd  when  there  was  no  finding  him,  Tom  would 
come  hark,  sleepless,  to  the  day's  work. 

Crailoy  was  called  "  peculiar;"  and  he  explained, 
with  a  kind  of  jovial  helplessness,  that  he  was  al- 
ways prepared  for  the  unexpected  in  himself,  nor 
did  such  a  view  detract  from  his  picturesqucness 
to  his  own  perusal  of  himself;  though  it  was  not 
only  to  himself  that  he  was  interesting.     To  the 
vision  of  the  l(K)kers-on  in  Rouen,  quiet  souls  who 
hovered    along   the   walls   at   merry-niakings   and 
cheerfully    rounted    themselves    spectators    at    the 
I)lay,  (Vailey  (Jray  held  the  centre  of  the  stage 
and   was  the  chief  comedian  of  the   place.      Wit, 
poet,  and  scapegrace,  the  small  society  sometimes 
st'emed  the  mere  hackground  set  for  his  jM-rform- 
ances,  spectachs  which  he,  also,  enjoyid,  and  from 
file  Inst  s.'at  in  the  house;  for  he  was  not  content 
as  the  actor,  but  must  be  the  Prince  in  the  box 
as   Well. 

His  friendship  for  Tom  Vanrevel  was,  in  «  meas- 
ure, that  of  the  vine  for  the  oak.     He  was  full  of 
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Iivitiis  lit  Tom's  cxiktiso,  wliich  the  other  bore  with 
u  grin  of  syrii|mthetic  eoniprehension,  or,  at  long 
intirviiis,  ri'turneil  upon  Cruiii-y  witii  (Kvustuting 
t'HVrt.  Vimrevel  whs  tlie  one  steiulying  thing  in  his 
hfV,  un<l,  ut  the  sunie  time,  the  only  one  of  the 
young  men  upon  whom  he  did  not  huve  an  almost 
mesmeric  influence.  In  good  truth,  Cniiley  was  the 
ringleader  in  all  the  devilries  of  the  town.  Many 
H  youth  swore  to  avoid  the  roisterer's  com]>atiy  for 
all  time,  and,  within  two  hours  of  the  vow,  found 
himself,  flagon  in  hand,  engaged  in  a  Iwut  that 
would  last  the  night,  with  Mr.  Gray  out-bumpering 
the  hariliest,  at  the  head  of  the  table.  And,  the 
next  n)orning,  the  fevert'd,  ; c.irlet-eyed  perjurer 
nnght  creep  shaking  to  his  wretchetl  tasks,  only 
to  behold  the  cause  of  his  folly  and  headache 
tripping  merrily  along  the  street,  smiling,  clean- 
shaven, and  fresh  as  a  dew-born  primrose,  with,  per- 
chance, two  or  three  of  the  prettiest  girls  in  town 
ivt  his  elbow  to  greet  liis  sallies  with  approving 
laughter. 

C'railey  had  been  so  long  in  the  habit  of  follow- 
ing every  impulse,  no  matter  how  mud,  that  he  en- 

[61] 


I 


TT 


■  vr--c»->f,v:''  --f-ir-    T^ 


~^MSa<jt-i-'  ^^. 


Th4:  Ttoo  Vanrevelt 
jojed  an  almost  perfect  immunity  from  condemna- 
tion, and,  whatever  his  deeds,  Rouen  had  learned  to 
say,  with  a  chuckle,  that  it  was  "  only  Crailey  Gray 
again."  But  his  followers  were  not  so  privileged. 
Thus,  when  Mr.  Gray,  who  in  his 'libations  some- 
times developed  the  humor  of  an  urchin,  went  to  the 
Pound  at  three  in  the  morning  of  New  Year's  Day, 
hung  sleigh-bells  about  the  necks  of  tlie  cattle  and 
drove  them  up  and  down  the  streets,  himself  hide- 
ously blowing  a  bass  horn  from  the  back  of  a  big 
brown  steer,  those  roused  from  slumber  ceased  to 
rage,  and  accej)ted  the  exploit  as  a  rare  joke,  on 
learning  that  it  was  "  only  Crailey  Gray ;"  but  the 
unfortunate  young  Chenoweth  was  heavily  frowned 
upon  and  properly  upbraided  because  he  had  fol- 
lowed in  the  wake  of  the  bovine  procession,  mildly 
attempting  to  play  upon  a  flageolet. 

Crailey  never  denied  a  folly  nor  defended  an  es- 
capade. The  latter  was  always  done  for  him,  be- 
cause he  talked  of  his  "graceless  misdoings"  (so 
he  was  wont,  smilingly,  to  call  them)  over  cups  of 
tea  in  the  afternoons  with  old  ladies,  lamenting,  in 
his  nmsical  voice,  the  lack  of  female  relatives  to 
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guiile  him.  He  was  cliarmingly  iittcntivo  to  the 
elderly  women,  not  from  policy,  but  because  his 
inunner  was  uncontrollably  chivalrous ;  and,  ever 
a  gallant  listener,  were  the  speaker  young,  old, 
great  or  humble,  he  never  forgot  to  catch  the  last 
words  of  a  sentence,  and  seldom  suffered  for  a 
rej)ly,  even  when  he  had  drowsed  through  a  ques- 
tion. Moreover,  no  one  ever  heard  him  speak  a 
sullen  word,  nor  saw  him  wear  a  brow  of  depres- 
sion. The  single  creed  to  which  he  was  constant 
was  that  of  good  cheer;  he  was  the  very  apostle 
of  gayety,  preaching  it  in  parlor  and  bar;  ami 
made  merry  friends  with  battereil  tranips  and 
homeless  dogs  in  the  streets  at  night. 

Now  and  then  he  would  spend  several  days  in 
the  offices  of  Gray  &  Vanrevcl,  Attorneys  and 
Counscllors-at-  aw,  wearing  an  air  of  unassailable 
virtue;  though  he  did  not  far  overstate  the  case 
when  he  said,  "  Tom  docs  all  the  work  and  gives 
mc  all  the  money  not  to  bother  him  when  he's 
getting  up  a  case." 

The  working  member  of  the  firni  got  up  cases 
to   notable  effect,   and   few   lawyers   in   the   State 
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cnjojcd  Imvin^r  Tom   VhhivmI  on  tlu'  oHur  side, 
'riicrc  was  notliiii^  uljout  him  of  the  Horidily  |ntv- 
ulont  at  tliat  tiim-;  lit-  witlitrcd  "  orator_y  "  ImAji-u 
the  court;   he   was  the    fW  of  jury   j)athos;   and, 
dtspisin^r  noise  and  the  habitual  voice  (Up  at  the  end 
of  a  sentence,  was,  nevertheless,  at  times  an  ahnost 
fearfully    effective    orator.       So,    hy    de^rei.s    the 
firm  of  Gray  &  Vanrevel,  youn^r  us  it  was,  and  in 
spite  of  the  idle  apprentice,  ha«l  ^rown  to  be  the 
most    prosperous    in    the    <listrict.      For    this    .nii- 
neiice  Crailey   was  never  accustd  of  assuming'  the 
credit.      Nor  did  he  ever  miss  an  oppoif unity  of 
makin<r  known   how  much  he  owe«l  to  his  partner. 
What    he   owed,    in   brief,    was   every liiin<^.      How 
Hell  \aiu-evel  worked  was  (lemoiistrat.d  every  d.iv, 
but   how  hard  he  worked,  only  C'raiKy  knew.   The 
latter   had    o;r.»\vti    to  depend    upon    him    for  .v.  ti 
bis  politie.d  beliefs,  and  \\ir\\\\\   followed  hi-  part- 
ner   into    Abolitionism:    though    rhat     uas    to    ri>k 
unpopularity,    hitter    hatred,    and    Mor-,  .      Fortu- 
nately,   on    certain    oieasioM-,    \anr.  \.!    had    u:  Av 
in'mself  (if  not  hi>  ereid)  respected,  at  1.  a>t  >o  tar 
that   there   was   no  U)nj^r,.r  danger  of  mob- violence 
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for  an  Alxditionist  in  Uoucn.  Ih- wus  ii  cool-hi'mlcd 
y<»nn^  man  onlinaiilv,  and  possessed  of  un  elusive 
foreefulness  nof  to  l)e  trifled  with,  tliotij^h  he  was 
jKjniet  man,  and  had  what  tiiey  called  a  "  fine  innn- 
ner."  And,  not  in  the  latter,  hut  in  his  dress,  there 
was  an  < cho  of  Hie  Heaii,  whieii  afforded  Mr.  (Jray 
a  point  of  attack  for  salli<'s  of  wit;  there  was  a 
toiicii  of  the  dandy  about  Naiirevcl;  In  had  a  larj^C 
and  ver^atilr  wardrolie,  and  ills  clot  jus  always  fit 
him  not  onlv  in  line  imt  in  color;  even  women  saw 
how  nolilv  tliev  wire  fa-lnoned. 

These  two  yoiiii^  men  wci'e  iiiemhers  of  a  chccr- 
fnl  hand,  who  feinted,  lauj^hed,  wrangled  over  poli- 
tics, danced,  made  love,  and  san^  terrihle  chords  on 
snmmer  evcnin^-^,  ton(ther,  as  youiijr  men  will. 
Will  Cummin;.';-,  editor  of  flii'  Rouiu  JoiiriKiI,  was 
one  of  tliise;  a  tall,  -allow  man,  very  thin,  very 
awkward  and  \tr\  ninl  ie.  Mr.  ('ummin;.fs  jiroved 
himself  alwav-  ready  with  a  loud  and  friendly 
lau;j,h  for  the  poorot  joke  in  the  world,  his  counte- 
nance -hiriin^f  with  -ucli  kindness  that  no  one  evir 
had  the  he.art  to  reproach  him  with  the  evils  of  his 
journalistic    performances,   or    for   the   things    he 
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l)r()kc  wIkm  !if  iliiiifc'd.  AiiDtliir  was  'I'aj>|iiii^liiim 
M.ir>li,  .111  I'Xi'iidiiif^lv  li.iii(l>()iii('  person,  .sDincwhat 
Iiii\^iii(l  in  a}>f)t;iriiiict',  dainty  in  niiinm  r  with 
women,  nfi'liand  with  nun;  ahno>t  as  nrkkss  ui 
(Viiiii'V,  and  ol'ttn  tlic  lattii's  companion  and  as- 
sistant in  dissipation.  Yoini^  l''rancis  (Mu'iiowith 
nivir  faili'd  to  follow  l)()th  into  whatever  they 
planned;  he  was  short  and  pink,  and  the  uptilt  of 
his  no'^e  was  eohiient  wilh  tin  apptalin^  tarnrst- 
iiess  which  was  liahitual  with  him.  Murine  .Ma- 
drillon  was  the  sixth  of  thest'  intimates;  ,i  ilark 
man,  whose  Latin  eves  and  color  advertised  his 
I'reiuh  ancestry  as  plainly  as  his  eni<)*  i<)nle>s  mouth 
and  lack  ot'  f^esliire  het  raved  tin  min^lin^  ot  aii- 
utiur  strain. 

All  thise,  and  otliers  of  the  town,  \\ere  wont  to 
"talk  politics"  a  great  deal  at  the  little  chih  on 
Mam  Street,  and  all  were  apt  to  fall  foul  of  Tom 
\  ann  vi  1  orCrailix  (ir.i\  hefore  the  end  of  any  dis- 
<'Us-ioii.  I'or  tli'is,  were  the  da\s  will  II  they  twi^tid 
tin  Lion's  tail  111  \tln  nil  nt  .iiid  bitter  eariie>t  ;  when 
the  eaj^ie  screamed  in  mixed  (i^^iires;  whiii  few  nii  ii 
kiu  «    how    to  talk,  and   many   orated;  whi'ii   {)Hrty 
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strilV  w;is  miv.i^cIv  pirsoiml;  wIrm  iiitolorancc 
was  rulKd  tliu  *'  pure  fire  of  patriotisni ;"  when  crit- 
iiisni  of  flic  ixi^tiiiir  ordtr  of  thiii<r.s  surely  incurred 
tivvy  aiiufliiiuii  uiul  l)hick  invective;  and  brave 
was  he,  iiidicd,  who  dared  to  hint  that  his  country, 
as  a  wliole  and  pohtically,  did  hick  some  two  or  tlircc 
j)articular  virtues,  and  that  the  first  step  toward  ob- 
tainin-r  them  would  be  to  help  it  to  realize  their 
alisciice. 

Tills  lidtcr  point-of-view  was  that  of  the  firm 
of  (iiav  «V  Naiiicvil,  which  was  a  unit  in  such 
matters.  C'railey  did  most  of  the  talking — quite 
heautif'iillv,  too— and  both  had  to  stand  against 
odds  in  niaiiv  a  >()ur  argument,  for  i!u y  were  not 
only  .Vholitioiiists,  but  opposed  the  attitude  of  their 
coiiiifry  in  it>  difficulty  with  Mexico;  and,  in  com- 
mon with  otiur  men  of  the  time  who  took  their 
stand,  hey  bad  to  grow  accustomed  to  being  called 
l)i>l()yal  Traitors,  Foreign  Toadies,  Malignants, 
and  TridiiitT-,  of  the  Flag.  Tom  had  long  been 
u-<(l  to  ipllluts  of  tlii>  sort,  suffering  their  sting 
in  <|iiiet,  anil  was  glad  when  he  could  kecf)  Crailcy 
out  of  wor-t  eiMj)loyment  than  standing  finn  for 
an  unpopular  belief. 
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There  was  one  pliiee  to  which  Vunrevel,  seeking 
his  friend  uikI  partner,  when  the  latter  did  not  eonic 
home  at  night,  could  not  go;  tliis  was  the  Tower 
Ciianiher,  and  it  was  in  that  mysterious  apartment 
of  the  Carewe  cupola  that  Crailey  was  apt  to  he 
deeply  occ»ij)ied  whin  he  remained  away  until  day- 
light. Strange  as  it  appears,  Mr.  (Iray  main- 
tained peculiar  relations  of  intimacy  with  Hohert 
Carewe,  in  spite  of  the  feud  hetween  ("arewe  and  his 
own  best  friend.  I'his  intimacy,  which  did  not 
necessarily  \\\\\)\\  any  nuitual  fondness  (though 
Crailey  seemed  to  dislike  nobody),  was  betokened 
by  a  furtive  understanding,  of  a  sort,  between 
them.  They  held  brii  f",  earnest  conversations  on 
the  street,  or  in  corners  when  they  met  at  other 
people's  houses,  always  spiaking  in  voices  too  low 
to  be  overheard;  and  they  exercised  a  mysterious 
symbolism,  somewhat  in  the  manner  of  fellow- 
members  of  a  secn^t  society:  they  had  been  observed 
to  communicate  across  crowded  rooms,  bv  lifted 
eyebrow,  ninl  of  head,  or  a  surreptitious  turn  of 
the  wrist:  so  that  those  who  observed  tluin  knew 
that  a  (juestion  had  luiii  askid  and  answered. 
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It  was  noticed,  also,  tlmt  there  were  five  other 
initi.ite.s  to  tliis  iimsoriry:  Kuf^ene  Miulrillon,  the 
elder  Cheiiowetli,  (Jencnil  Trumble,  Tai)pin^rliain 
Mfirsh,    mid    Jefferson    Bareaud.      Thus,    on    the 
nffenioon   follouin^r  yi\^^   IJettv's  introchiction  to 
Uoueirs  favorite  sons  and  daughters,  Mr.  Carewe, 
drivin<r  down  Main  Street,  held  up  one  forefinger 
to  Aladrillon  as  he  saw  the  young  man  turning  in 
at  the  elul).      Mugene  nodded  gravely,  and,  as  lie 
went    in,    discovering    Marsii,    the    (ieneral,    and 
others,  listening  to  Mr.  (Jray's  explanation  of  his 
return  from  the  river  witii  no  fish,  stealthily  held 
up  one  finger  in  his  turn.     Trumble  re])lied  with  a 
wink,   Tappingham    ntnlded,   hut  C'railey  slightly 
shook   his   head.      Marsh  and   the  (ieneral   started 
with    surprise,    and     stared     iiieredulously.      That 
Crailey  should  shake  his  head!      If  the  signal  had 
been  for  a  ehureh-nueting  they  might  have  under- 
stood. 

Mr.  (Cray's  conduct  was  surprising  two  other 
})eoj)le  at  alxmt  the  same  time:  'I'oni  \anrevel  and 
Fanehon  Hareaud ;  the  former  by  his  sudden  de- 
votion to  the  law:  the  latter  by  his  sudden  devotion 
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to  herself.  In  a  [>rriitli,  lie  iHr.-iiiu-  iilinost  ii  doiuos- 
tic  flmnicter.  No  more  <li(i  In-  spiiul  liis  nf'tir- 
n(H)ns  between  tlie  elul)  .uui  the  Hoiieii  House  hiir, 
nor  was  his  huv  inari'  so  often  seen  stiini|)in<^  down 
the  ground  about  Mrs.  .McI)ou<;ars  hitehinj^post 
whih-  .MeDoUf^al  was  out  on  tlie  prairie  witli  his 
engineering  stjuach  'I'he  idle  a|)prentiee  was  at  his 
(hsk,  and  in  the  davtinie  lie  (b>plav<<l  an  av(r>iiin 
for  the  streets,  whieli  was  more  than  his  |»ariner 
chd,  for  tlie  industrious  'I'om,  iMider^iiin;f  (|iiite  as 
remarkable  an  alteration  of  nabit,  hceaiiic,  all  at 
once,  little  Inttir  than  a  eonit  r-loafir.  His  fa- 
vorite louiifj;iii<^-|ilaee  was  a  small  <lrii;;  >tor  ■  where 
Curewe  Street  dibouclK d  upon  Main;  nevtrtlnl(ss, 
so  adhesive  is  a  reputation  (iiiee  lastened,  hi-,  air 
of  beiiij^  there  u|)oii  liiniru  ^s  dici  ivcd  <  vi  ryoiu'  ex- 
cept Mr.  (irav. 

Miss  IJareaud  was  cvi  n  happier  than  she  was  as- 
tonished (and  she  was  mightily  astoiii>luil )  to  tiiid 
her  betrotlu'd  developing  a  tastv  for  hir  soeiity 
alone,  formerly,  she  had  eountKl  upon  the  K'lV- 
eties  of  liir  bmiu'  to  keep  ("railiy  mar  Imt;  now, 
howiMi-,  lu   fold  lur  tindtily  be  wi>lu(l  to  ba\i'  In  r 
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all  fo  liiiiiscir.  Tills  was  not  like  liiiii,  hut  Fandion 
«ll(l  not  (|ii(sli()ii ;  hikI  it  was  v»  rv  swict  to  lur  that 
hf  lif;;aii  lo  make  it  liis  (•ustoiii  to  coiiir  in  hv  a  siilo 
pitc  anil  iikt)  lur  under  an  apjilc-f nv  in  the  dusk, 
wImtc  tluv  would  sit  (|ui«lly  to^tthcr  through  tin- 
•■vcnin;^,  listening  to  the  noise  and  laughter  from 
(he  li^hte<l  house. 

That  house  was  the  niost  hospitahle  in  Rouen. 
Always  cheerlully  "  liill  of  coiniianv,"  as  they  said, 
it  was  the  sort  of  house  where  a  carpet -dant-e  could 
he  arranged  in  half  an  hour;  a  house  with  a  sidc- 
hoanl  like  the  widow's  cruse;  the  youn^  men  always 
foutid  more.  .Mrs.  Hanaud,  a  Soufherner,  lovinfj 
to  persuade  the  visitor  that  her  home  was  his,  not 
hers,  lived  only  for  her  art,  which  was  that  of  the 
tfdile.  Mvil  cooks,  taking  service  with  her,  l)e<-ame 
virtuous,  dealt  with  nectar  and  amhrosia,  and  ^ww 
fit  to  pander  to  Olymjjus,  learnin<r  of  tliiir  mistress 
secrets  to  make  the  ill-disposed  as  genial  gods  ere 
they  departed.  .Mr.  Bareaud  at  fifty  had  lived 
so  Will  that  he  gave  up  walking,  which  did  not 
trouhle  him;  hut  at  sixty  he  gave  u|)  dancing, 
which  did  trouhle  him.     I  lis  only  hope,  he  declared, 
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was  in  rrailc'v  V,rn\\  proiiiisf  to  iiiviiit  for  lihii  a 
conciivc  part  IK  r. 

TIriv  w.is  11  Hiiii,  (luizzlii;^  sliiink  of  a  son,  ,Icf- 
firson,  viio  liviif  upon  (luiiiim,  a^nic  and  deviltry; 
and   tluTo  were  the  two  dauKlittrs,  Fanchon   and 
Vir^rinla.      The  latter  was   three  years  ol.kr   than 
Faneiion,  as  dark  as  l-'anelion  was  fair,  thou^rh  not 
nearly  so  pretty:  a  small,  ^ood-nattired,  romping 
sprite  of  a  fiirl,  who  had  handed  down  the  heart 
and   hand  of  Crail.y  (;ray  to  her  sifter  with  the 
host    ^rraee   i„    the   world.      For  sl...   had    lueii   the 
heroine  of  one  of  ^[r.  Ciray's  half-do/.n  or  so  most 
strious  affairs,  and,  after  a   furious   rivalry  with 
Mr.  Carewe,  the  victory  was  n;,.,K.rally  conacK.I  to 
C'railey.     His  triumph  had   heen  of  about  a   fort- 
n\iX,\\Vs  duration  when  Fanchon  return..!  from  St. 
Mary's;  and,  with  the  advent  of  Uie  youn;;.r  sister, 
the  elder,  who  had   decided   that    Crailey    was   the 
incomparable  she   had   dreamed   of  since  infancy, 
was  jrenerously  allowed  to  discover  that  he  was  not 
that  vision— that  she   had   fallen  in  love  with  lur 
own  idea  of  him;  whereas  Fanchon  cared  only  that 
he  be  Crailey  Gray,  whatever  kind  of  vision  that 
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WHS.     And  I'/inclujii  (liso«)\tTirl  that  it  was  a  great 
many  kinds. 

Tlic  tninsfVr  was  made  roinfortahly,  with  nice 
jud^iiittit  (if  a  nsiH'otahIo  intirri'gniini,  and  to  the 
^jnattr  liappiiuss  of  each  of  tlie  time  young  pco- 
plf;  no  «)I>ji(tion  «  nsuing  fvmn  tin-  rasy-going 
part'tiis,  \vli(»  Hire  dt  vottdly  fond  of  Crailcv,  wliilc 
tin-  (own  'aiiglird  and  said  it  was  only  tiiat  absurd 
Craik-y  (iray  again.  IIo  ind  Virginia  wi-rc  the 
hcst  of  friends,  and  accepted  their  new  relation 
with  a  Jilt  posteious  lack  of  cinharrassnieiit. 

To  h»-  In  love  with  Craiiey  l)ecaine  I-'anciion's  vo- 
cation: she  spirit  all  her  time  at  it,  and  pnHhiced 
a  hhirnd  ellt  ct  upon  nI rangers.  The  only  man 
with  whom  she  sei  nied  (|iiife  a(ivc  was  Vanrcvel:  a 
little  hecanse  Tom  talked  of  Craiiey,  and  a  great 
<leal  because  she  could  talk  of  Craiiey  to  'J'om ; 
coul.«  tell  him  freeiv,  as  she  could  tell  no  one  else, 
liow  wonderful  Craiiey  was,  and  explain  to  him  her 
lover's  vagaries  on  tiie  ground  that  it  was  a  neces- 
sity of  geniuses  to  be  unlike  the  less  gifted.  \or 
was  she  alone  in  suspecting  .Mr.  dray  of  genius: 
in  the  first  place,  lie  was  so  «)dd;  in  the  second,  his 


f  1 


m 


MICROCOPY    RESOLUTION    TEST    CHART 

,ANSI  and  ISO  TEST  CHART  No    2) 


1.0 


I.I 


I  5  C      "'1'= 

iiT  m 

1: 1^ 


||Z5 
2.2 

2.0 
1.8 


1.25 


1.4 


1.6 


jd  APPLIED  IM/^GE     Inc 

^^  '6b3    Ecjsi    Mij"-    Street 

^^S  Rcc^ester,    Ne*    ^crr         '".609        i/SA 

i^S  I '16;    482   -  G500  -  P'^one 

I^  ('te)    28B  -   59e>J  -  fa« 


-  -n^.  ij.'^  T  .«;ii. "  T!ic;^Ai":r;:;Q|r 


^'^      1^^^ 


T/tfT  7Vo  Yanrcvela 
poems  were  "  already  attracting  more  than  local 
attention,"  as  tlie  Journal  remarked,  generously, 
for  Crailey  had  ceased  to  present  his  rh^incs  to 
that  valuable  j)a})er.  Ay !  Boston,  no  less,  was 
his  mart. 

lie  was  rather  radical  in  his  literary  preferences, 
and  hurt  the  elder  Cheiioweth's  feelings  by  laugh- 
ing heartily  at  some  poems  of  the  late  Lord  Byron; 
offended  many  people  by  disliking  the  style  of  Sir 
Edward  Buhver,  and  even  refused  to  admit  that 
James  Fenimore  Cooper  was  the  greatest  novelist 
that  ever  lived.  But  these  things  were  as  noth- 
ing compared  with  his  unj)atriotic  defence  of 
Charles  Dickens.  Many  Americans  had  fallen  into 
a  great  rage  over  the  vivacious  assault  upon  the 
United  States  in  "  ^lartin  Chuzzlewit;"  neverthe- 
less, Crailey  still  boldly  hailed  him  (as  everyon-.- 
had  heretofore  agreed)  the  most  dexterous  writer  of 
his  da>'  and  the  most  notable  humorist  of  any  day. 
Of  course  the  Englishman  had  not  visited  and 
thoroughly  studied  such  a  city  as  Rouen,  Crailey 
confessed,  twinklingly;  but,  after  all,  wasn't  there 
some  truth  in  "Martin  Chuzzlewit.^"     Mr.  Uick- 
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ens  ini^lit  have  been  f.-ir  I'roiii  a  clear  undcrstand- 
in<;  of  our  pcojjle;  but  didn't  it  ar^uc  a  pretty 
tiekli.>!i  vanity  in  ourselves  that  we  were  so  fiercely 
resentful  of  satire;  and  was  not  this  very  heat  over 
"  Martin  Cliuz/lewit  "  a  confirmation  of  one  of  the 
j)oints  the  book  had  presented  against  Ua?  Gen- 
eral Trunible  re])lied  to  this  suggestion  with  a  per- 
sonal one  to  the  effect  that  a  man  caj)able  of  saying 
a  good  word  for  so  monstrous  a  slander,  that  a  man, 
sir,  capable  of  declaring  his  native  country  to  be 
vain  or  sensitive  ought  to  be  horsewhipj)ed,  and  at 
this  Crailey  laughed  ccnsumedly. 

Truml)le  retorted  with  the  names  of  Benedict 
Arnold  and  Aaron  Hurr.  ''■  And  if  it  comes  to  a 
war  with  these  Greasers,"  he  spluttered  apoplecti- 
cally,  "  and  it  is  coming,  mighty  soon,  we'll  find 
Mr.  Gray  down  in  Mexico,  throwing  mud  on 
the  Stars  and  Stripes  and  cheering  for  that  one- 
legged  horse-thief,  Santa  Anna!  Anything  to 
seek  out  something  foolish  amongst  your  own 
j)cople !  " 

"  Don't  have  to  seek  far,  sometimes,  General," 
nmrnmred   Crai'-y,   from   the  depths  of  the   best 
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chair  ii'  the  club,  wlurciipon  Trumblc,  not  trust- 
ing himself  to  answer,  went  out  to  the  street. 

And  yet,  before  that  same  evcninpf  was  over,  the 
General  had  shed  honest  tears  of  admiration  and 
pity  for  Crailcy  Gray ;  and  Miss  Betty  saw  her  In- 
croyable  again,  for  that  nl<:rht  (the  second  after  the 
Carewc  dance)  R(  -len  beheld  the  great  warehouse 
fire. 
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CHAPTER  V 

Nero  not  the  Last  rio/inist  of  his  Kind 

MISS  CARKWE  was  at  her  desk,  writing 
to  Sister  CVcilia,  whom  she  most  loved  of 
all  the  worhl,  when  the  bells  startled  her 
with  their  su(hlen  elan^or.  The  (luill  dropped 
from  her  hand;  she  started  to  her  feet,  wide-eyed, 
not  understanding;  while  the  whole  town,  drows- 
ing l)eaeefully  a  moment  ago,  resounded  immedi- 
ately with  a  loud  confusion.  She  ran  to  the  front 
door  and  looked  out,  her  heart  beating  wildly. 

The  Avestern  sky  was  touched  with  a  soft  rose- 
color,  which  quickly  became  a  warm  glow,  fluct- 
uated, and,  in  the  instant,  shot  up  like  the  coming 
of  a  full  Aurora.  Then  through  the  broken  foliage 
of  the  tree-tops  could  be  seen  the  orange  curls  of 
flames,  three-quarters  of  a  mile  away  though  they 
were. 

People,   calling   louilly   that   "  it   was    Carewe's 
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wnreliousos,"  wore  ruiiiiiiij^  down  tlu-  street.  From 
the  stiihle,  old  Nelson,  on  her  f.'itlier's  best  horse, 
c.'inie  gullo|)in<^,  and  seein<^  the  wiiite  fiffure  in  the 
doorway,  cried  out  in  n  (iiuivering  voice,  without 
checkin/^  his  steeil: 

"  I  goin'  tell  yo'  pa,  ]Miss  Betty  ;  he  in  de  kentry 
on  Ian'  bus'ness.      (lo  back  in  de  house.  Missy  !  " 

The  other  servants,  liki'  ra<f<r{<l  sketches  in  the 
nifjfht,  flitted  by,  with  excited  ejaculations,  to  join 
the  runners,  and  Miss  Hetty  followed  them  across 
the  dew-strewn  turf  in  her  li<j;ht  slipjxrs,  but  at 
the  gate  she  sto})ped. 

From  up  the  street  came  the  sound  of  a  bell 
smaller  than  those  of  the  churches  and  court-house, 
yet  one  that  outdid  all  others  in  the  madness  of  its 
appeal  to  clear  the  way.  It  was  borne  alonff  b}'  what 
seemed  at  first  an  indefinite  black  mass,  but  which — 
as  the  Aurora  <Trew  keener,  producing  even  here  a 
faint,  yellow  twilight — resolved  itself  into  a  mob  of 
hoarsely-shouting  men  and  boys,  who  were  running 
and  tugging  at  ropes,  which  drew  along  three  ex- 
traordinary vehicles.  Tliey  came  rapidly  down  the 
street  and  j)assed  Miss  Hetty  with  u  hubbub  and 
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din  Ixvotul  fill  uiidcrstandinfT;  one  lino  of  men, 
most  of  tlii'in  In  rod  shirts  and  oll-dotli  holmots,  at 
a  (load  run  with  tlio  hoso-cart ;  a  second  line  with  the 
haMd-on<^ino;  the  third  dra{;-^ing  the  laddor-waffon. 
Ono  man  was  riding,  a  tall,  straight  gentleman  in 
ovonin^  clothes  and  witliout  a  hat,  who  stood  pre- 
cariously in  the  hose-cart,  calhnj^  in  an  annoyed 
tone  throufrh  a  hrazon  trumpet.  Miss  Betty  recog- 
nized him  at  once;  it  was  he  who  caught  her  kitten; 
and  slie  tJKmght  tliat  if  slie  had  been  Fanchon 
Bareaud  she  must  have  screamed  a  warnin<r,  for  his 
balance  appeared  a  thin<?  of  more  luck,  and,  if  he 
fell,  he  woulil  be  trampled  under  foot  and  probably 
run  over  by  the  enj^ine.  But,  happily  (she  rc- 
memborod),  she  was  not  Fanchon  Bareaud! 

Before,  behind,  and  beside  the  Department,  raced 
a  thron<if  of  boys,  wild  with  the  joy  experienced  b}' 
their  species  when  property  is  beinff  handsomely 
destroyed;  after  them  came  panting  women,  hold- 
ing their  sides  and  gasping  with  the  effort  to  keep 
up  with  tJR'  flying  procession. 

Miss  Betty  trembled,  for  she  had  never  seen  the 
like  in  her  life;  she  stood  close  to  th.e  hedge  and 
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lot  them  po  hv;  tluii  slio  tiirtud  in  .iftcr  tluni  ami 
run  like  u  flcrt  youii^  (kcr.      She  was  H()iii<r  to  tiic 
fire. 

Over  all  tlic  uproar  could  he  heard  the  fin^rry 
voice  through  the  trumpet,  eallin^r  the  turns  of  the 
streets  to  the  men  in  the  van,  uj)l)rai(lin^f  fhein  and 
those  of  the  other  two  companies  imi)artially ;  and 
(vw  of  his  hearers  denied  the  chief  jiis  ri^dit  to  ex- 
press some  chagrin;  since  the  Dejjartment  (or<fan- 
i/ed  a  half-year,  hard-drilled,  and  tliis  its  first  fire 
worth  the  name)  was  late  on  account  of  the  refusal 
of  the  menihers  to  move  until  thev  h.ul  donned  their 
new  uniforms;  for  the  uniforms  had  arrived  from 
Philadelj)hia  two  months  af?o,  and  to-night  offered 
the  first  opportunity  to  display  them  in  i)ul)lic. 

"  Hail  Vanrevel !  "  panted  Tappingham  Marsh 
to  Eugene  Madrillon,  as  the  two,  running  in  the 
van  of  the  "  Hose  C  ompany,"  splattered  through  a 
nmd-puddle.  "  You'd  think  he  was  Carcwe's  only 
son  and  heir  instead  of  his  worst  enemy.  Hark 
to  the  man !  " 

"  I'd  let  it  burn,  if  I  were  he,"  returned  the 
other. 
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"It  was  Jill  Cruilcy's  f.iiilt,"  s.iid  T.ippi nullum, 
swin^iii^r  ,11,  ,in„  ^^^.^,^,  t„  wiju.  the  spattcrnl  imid 
iVoiii  his  f;uT.  "Ill  swore  he  wouldn't  hiid^e 
without  his  uiiiforiii,  and  the  rest  only  harked  him 
up;  that  was  all.  (.'raiky  said  ("arewe  could  het- 
ter  afford  to  lose  his  shanties  than  the  overworked 
Department  its  first  ehance  to  look  heautiful  and 
cariust.  Tom  asked  him  why  he  didn't  send  for  a 
fiddh',"  Marsh  finished  with  a  cliuckle. 

"  Carewe   nii^lit   allord   to   lose   a   little,  even  a 
w        •  ouse    or    two,     if    only     out     of    what     he's 
.ken  from  ("railey  and  the  rest  of  us,  these  three 
years !  " 

"  Taken  from  \anrevel,  you  mean.  Who  tloesn't 
know  where  ("railey's—  Here's  Main  Street;  h)ok 
out  for  the  turn!  " 

They  swun<r  out  of  the  thick  shadows  of  ("arcwe 
Street  into  full  view  of  the  fire,  and  their  faces 
were  illuminated  as  hy  sunrise. 

The  warehouses  stood  on  the  river-hjink,  at  the 
foot  of  the  street,  just  south  of  the  new  "  covered 
brid^re."  There  were  four  of  them,  huffo,  hare- 
sided  buildin<rs;  the  two  nearer  the  bridge  of  brick, 
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tlip  otluTs  of  wood,  luul  nil  of  tluiii  rich  with  stores 
of  ovirv  kind  of  rivir-iiirrclmiidi.sf  and  rostly 
freight:  furiiituri'  thiit  had  voviif^i'd  from  Ni-w 
Kn^Iund  (h)wn  tlie  h)ii<^  coast,  across  tlic  Mexican 
Gulf,  throu^li  the  Hat  Delta,  and  had  made  the 
winding  journey  uj)  the  great  river  a  thousand 
miles,  and  almost  a  thousand  more,  following  the 
greater  and  lesser  trihutaries ;  cloth  from  Connecti- 
cut that  had  been  sold  in  I'hiladclphia,  then  carried 
over  mountains  and  through  fonsts  hy  steam,  hy 
canal,  hy  stage,  and  six-mule  freight-wagons,  to 
Pittsburg,  down  the  Ohio,  and  thence  up  to  Rouen 
on  the  j)acket;  Tennessee  cotton,  on  its  way  to 
Massachusetts  and  Rhode  Island  sj)indles,  lay  there 
besidj  huge  mounds  of  raw  wool  from  Illinois,  ready 
to  be  fed  to  the  Rouen  mill;  dates  and  nuts  from 
the  ("arihhean  Sea;  lemons  from  groves  of  the  far- 
away tropics;  cigars  from  tlie  Antilles;  tobacco 
from  Virginia  and  Kentucky ;  most  precious  of  all, 
the  great  granary  of  the  farmers'  wheat  from  the 
level  fieldii  at  home;  and  all  the  rich  stores  and  the 
houses  that  held  them,  as  veil  as  the  wharves  upon 
which  they  had  been  landed,  and  the  steamers  that 
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l)rotif;lil  tlu'iii  up  till-  Hoiuii  Kivrr,  hilon^i'd  to 
Hoi)!  rt  C'iinui'. 

Tluit  it  Wiis  litr  t'litlur's  projurty  wliicli  whs 
iiiijMrillid  fittrstid  to  the  j list ifinit ion  of  Miss  Hiftv 
ill  niniiiii^  to  ii  tin';  .uul,  iis  s\\v  t'ollowid  tlie  crowd 
into  .Miiiii  Strcrt,  slu-  I'llt  ii  not  iinpkasant  proprio- 
tury  intcivst  in  tin-  spictacK-.  \vv\  opposite  scn- 
sfitions  uiiiiiijitcd  tlif  bnast  of  tlic  man  with  the 
tnimprt,  who  was  iiiori-  ucutily  coiisfious  tlian  anv 
other  that  these  were  Hobert  ("arewe's  possessions 
wliich  were  huriiiii<f  so  haiidsoiiiely.  Nor  was  lie 
tlie  only  one  aiiioii;^  tlie  firemen  wlio  ff round  his 
teeth  over  the  folly  of  the  uniforms;  for  now  tiiey 
fould  plainly  see  the  ruin  l)ein<{  wr()u<f|it,  the  dev- 
astation threatened.  The  two  upper  stories  of  the 
southernmost  warehouse  had  swathed  themselves  in 
one  ^reat  flame;  the  building  next  on  the  north, 
also  of  frame,  was  smoking  heavily;  and  there  was 
a  wind  from  the  southwest,  which,  continuinfr  with 
the  fire  unchecked,  threatened  the  town  itself. 
There  was  work  for  the  \'olunteer  Bri^'fade  that 
ni^ht. 

They  came  down  Main  Street  with  a  rush,  the 
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figure  of  tli(  ir  cliit  f  ^^v,■lvill<r  ovt  r  IIhiii  nii  liis  Iii^h 
jm'ItIi,  while  fluir  s|i()iitiii;^  w.is  drowtu'd  in  tlio 
linulcr  ro.ir  of  M;r.itlii^  fnini  the  crowd,  into  wliich 
tliiy  plunged  as  a  divir  info  the  water,  swirls  and 
fddits  of  juopli'  marking  tlu'  wake.  A  moment 
later  a  strtion  of  the  roof  of  flu'  hiirninf^  ware- 
house hi!  in,  with  a  sonorous  and  reverhiratin^ 
cra.^h. 

The  '*  MuMjine  Company"  ran  the  foroe-punif) 
out  to  the  'lid  of  one  of  the  lower  wharvi": ;  two  lities 
of  pipe  wen  atta-'hed.  two  nms  of  men  mounted 
the  ])lanks  for  the  pumpirs,  and,  at  the  word  of 
connnand,  he^an  the  up  and-down  of  the  hand- 
niarhine  with  achnirahle  vim.  Nothin;^  happened; 
the  water  did  not  come;  something  aj)peari'd  to 
l)e  wronjr  with  the  mechanism.  As  everyone  felt 
tile  crucial  niid  of  haste,  nothing  could  have  heiri 
more  natural  than  that  all  the  memhers  of  the  "  Kn- 
M'ine  Company  "  should  simultaneously  endeavor  to 
repair  the  defect;  thenfore  ensued  upon  the  spot 
a  species  of  riot  which  jjut  the  en<^ine  out  of  its 
splic  re  of  usefulness. 

In   the  imantime,  fifty  or  sixty   men  and  hoys 


\t  III  nut  till  l.iisl  I  idlini^t  ,if  his  hiiiil 
whn  r.iii  witli  I  lie  in.icliinrs,  hut  who  Imd  no  pl.ice 
in  tliiir  n|uiMlioii,  In  in^  tlu-  Hiicktt  Hrij^ade,  liiul 
fnriiKil  .1  line  iinil  wwv  tlirowin^  liir^i-  pails  of 
Wilier  in  the  j^r,.,|(riil  dinction  of  tlu'  soiithcrnniost 
wanlioiisc,  wliidi  it  w;is  now  inipossililc  to  sav«>; 
while  th.'  ^rintlenien  of  the  "  lIook-atul-Ladder 
C'oinpanv,"  ahandonin/^  tliiir  ^^aJ^on^,  and  armed 
with  axes,  htroitallv  assaulted  the  h\^  door  of 
the  ^ranarv,  tiu>  seiond  hulldin^;,  wjience  they 
were  drivtn  liv  the  exasperated  chief,  who  in- 
formed them  that  the  only  way  to  save  tl:e  wheat 
was  to  save  the  oiiildIn<^.  ("railiy  (Jray,  one  of 
tlif  beratetl  axtnuri,  remained  hy  the  shattered  door 
after  the  others  had  <;one,  and,  struck  hy  a  sudden 
tliou';h!,  set  his  hand  upon  the  iron  latch  and 
oj)ene<l  the  (ioor  hy  this  simpi"  process.  It  was 
not  h)cked.  Crailey  le.med  a^^iitist  the  casement 
and  laun-hid  witii  his  whole  soul  and  hody. 

^leanwhiK',  hy  dint  of  shoutinj^  in  meirs  ears 
when  near  them,  throu-rji  the  trumjxt  when  distant, 
tearing;  a\es  from  their  hands,  imperiously  (resticu- 
latin<^  to  sul/,;rdinate  connnanders,  and  lin<rorin^ 
in  no  one  spot   for  more  than  a  second,  Mr.  Van- 


f ', 


:ir:^^^^?p^^'!;^«^3f^^  ^^fycmm^^.tfrnj!:?^^^^^ 


The  Tuo  Vanrcvds 
revel  reduced  his  forces  to  a  seinbhince  of  order  in 
a  rciii.-irkably  short  time,  considering  the  confusion 
into  whidi  thej  li.id  fallen. 

The  spjice  between  the  burning  warehouse  and 
that  next  it  was  not  more  than  fifty  feet  in  width, 
but  fifty  feet  so  hot  no  one  took  thoi-ght  of  entering 
there;  an  area  as  discomfiting  in  apj)earance  as  it 
was  beautiful  with  the  thick   rain  of  sparks  and 
firebrands   that  fell  upon   it.      But  the  chief  had 
decided  that  this  space  nnist  be  occupiui,  and  more: 
nuist  be  held,  since  it  was  the  only  point  of  defence 
for  the  second  warehouse.     The  roof  of  this  build- 
ing would  burn,  which  would  mean  tlu   destruction 
of  the  warehouse,  uidess  it  could  be  mounted,  be- 
cause the  streams  of  water  could  not  play  upon  it 
from  the  ground,  nor,  from  the  ladders,  do  nuich 
more   than    wet    the    i)rojeclIng   eaves.      It    was    a 
gable  roof,  the  eaves  twenty  feet  lower  on  the  south 
side  than  on  the  north,  where  the  ladders  could  not 
hope  to  reach  them,      \anrevel  swung   bis  line  of 
bucketeers   round   to   throw    water,   not   ui)on   the 
flames,  but  upon  the  ladder-men. 

Miss  Carewe  stood   in   the  crowd  u])on  the  op- 
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posite  sitle  of  the  broad  street.  Even  there  her 
cheeks  were  uiicoinfortjibly  hot,  and  sometimes  she 
hiul  to  brush  a  sj)ark  from  her  shoulder,  tliough 
she  was  too  mueli  excitecl  to  mind  this.  She  was 
\vatchiii|r  the  beautiful  fiery  furnaee  between  the 
north  wall  of  the  burning  warehouse  and  the  south 
wall  of  its  nei<flil)or,  tiie  fifty  feet  brilliant  and 
misty  with  vaporous  rose-color,  dotted  with  tlic 
myriad  reil  stars,  her  eyes  shining  with  the  reflec- 
tion of  their  fierce  beauty.  She  saw  how  the 
vapors  moved  there,  like  men  walking  in  fire,  and 
she  was  va<,niely  recalling  Shadrach,  Meshach, 
and  Abediufro,  when,  over  the  silhouetted  heads 
of  till'  crowd  before  her,  a  long  l)lack  huhler  rose, 
wobi)K(l,  tiltid  crazily,  then  lamely  advanced 
and  ranged  itstlf  against  the  south  wall  of  the 
second  warehouse,  its  top  rung  striking  ten  feet 
sh(nt  of  the  eaves.  She  lu)})ed  that  no  one  had  any 
notion  of  mounting  that  ladder. 

A  figure  appeared  upon  it  immediately,  that  of 
a  gentleman,  bareheaded  and  in  evening  dress,  with 
a  brass  trumpet  swinging  from  a  cord  about  his 
shoulders;  the  noise  grew  less:  the  shouting  died 
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away,  and  the  crowd  hccanic  almost  silent,  as  the 
fi^in'L',  cHnibinff  slowly,  drew  up  al)ovc  their  heads. 
Two  or  three  mngs  beneath,  came  a  second — a 
man  in  helmet  and  uniform.  The  clothes  of  both 
men,  drenched  hy  the  hucketeers,  clun<f  to  them, 
steaming.  As  the  second  figure  mounted,  a  third 
appeared;  hut  this  was  the  last,  for  the  ladder  was 
frail,  and  sagged  toward  the  smoking  wall  with 
the  weiglit  of  the  three. 

The  chief,  three-fourths  of  the  way  to  the  top, 
shouti'd  down  a  stifled  connnand,  and  a  short 
gra})pling-ladder,  fitted  at  one  end  with  a  pair  of 
spiked  iron  hooks,  was  passed  to  him.  Then  he 
toiled  uj)ward  until  his  feet  rested  on  the  third 
rung  from  the  top;  here  he  turned,  setting  his  back 
to  the  wall,  lifted  the  grappling-huUler  high  over 
his  head  so  that  it  rested  against  the  eaves  above 
him,  and  brought  it  down  sharply,  fastening  the 
spiked  hooks  in  the  roof.  As  the  eaves  projected 
fully  three  feet,  this  left  the  grappling-ladder 
hanging  that  distance  out  from  the  wall,  its  lowest 
nuig  a  little  above  tiie  level  of  the  chief's  shoulders. 

^IIss  Betty  drew  in  her  breath  w  ith  a  little  choked 
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cry.     There  was  ji  siinill  terraced  hill  of  piled-iip 
packiM<^-lM)xes    near  her,  jxxsses.sion  of  wliieh   iuul 
been  tiiken  h\  n  eonip.iiiy  of  rii<^<fiumiffiiiisli  bojs, 
and  siie  found  lurself  standing  on  the  Iii<j{Iiest  box 
and    sliarin<{    the    summit    with    tiiese   questionable 
youths,  almost  without  noting  her  action  in  mount- 
ing thither,  so  strained   was  the  concentration  of 
her  attention  upon  the  figure  high  up  in  the  rose- 
glow  against  the  warehouse  wall.     The  man,  surely, 
surely,  was  not  going  to  trust  himself  to  that  bit 
of  wooden  web  hanging  from  the  roof!    Where  was 
Miss  Dareaud  that  she  j)ermitted  it?     Ah,  if  Betty 
had  been  Fanchon,  and  madwoman  enough  to  have 
accepted  this  madman,  she  would   have  compelled 
him  to  come  down  at  once,  and  thereafttr  would 
lock  him  up  in  the  house  whenever  the  bells  rang! 
But  the  roof  was  to  be  mounted  or  Ilobert  C'a- 
rewe's    pro])erty    lost.      Already    little   flames   were 
dancing  up  from  the  shingles,  where  firebrands  had 
fallen,  their  number  increasing  with  each  second. 
So  Vanrevel  raised  his  arms,  took  a  hard  grij)  upon 
the  lowest  rung  of  the  grappling-ladder  and  tried 
it  with  his  weight;  the  iron  hooks  bit  deeper  into 
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the  roof;  tlioy  lul,  Ho  swun/^  himself  out  into 
the  uir  with  nothing  henoath  him,  caught  the  run/^ 
under  his  knee,  and  for  ji  moment  hung  there, 
while  the  crowd  withhe.d  from  hreuthing;  then  a 
cloud  of  smoke,  swirling  th.-it  way,  made  him  the 
mere  ghostly  nucleus  of  itself,  blotted  him  out  al- 
together, and,  as  it  rose  slowly  upward,  showed 
the  ladder  free  and  empty,  so  that  at  first  Oierc 
was  an  instant  when  they  thought  that  lie  had 
fallen.  But,  as  the  smoke  cle.ired,  there  was  the 
tall  figure  on  the  roof. 

It  was  an  agile  and  a  daring  thing  to  do,  and  the 
man  who  did  it  was  mightily  applauded.  The 
cheering  bothered  him,  however,  for  he  was  trying 
to  make  them  understand,  below,  what  would  hap- 
pen to  the  "  Engine  Company  "  in  case  the  water 
was  not  sent  through  the  lines  directly;  and  what 
he  said  should  be  done  to  the  engineers  included 
things  that  would  have  blanched  the  clioek  of  the 
most  inventive  Spanish  Inquisitor  that  ever  lived. 

Miss  Betty  made  a  gesture  as  if  to  a  person 
within  whispering  distance.  "  Your  coat  is  on 
fire,"  she  said  in  an  ordinary  conversational  tone, 
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without  knowing  slio  liiul  spjken  uluud,  aiul  Mr. 
Vfinrevil,  more  tliun  oni'  hundred  feet  uway,  seemed 
particularly  conscious  ol"  the  ])ertinencc  of  her 
remark.  He  removed  the  garment  with  ahicrity, 
and,  for  the  lack  of  tiie  tardy  water,  heffan  to 
use  it  as  a  flail  upon  the  firel)rands  and  little  flames 
about  him;  the  sheer  desperate  best  of  a  man  in  a 
rage,  dtjing  what  he  could  when  others  failed  him. 
Shovvirs  of  s{)arks  fell  uj)on  him;  the  smoke  was 
rising  everywhere  from  the  roof  and  the  walls  be- 
low ;  and,  growing  denser  and  denser,  shrouded  him 
in  heavy  veils,  so  that,  as  he  ran  hither  and  thither, 
now  visible,  now  unseen,  stamping  and  beating  and 
sweeping  away  the  brands  that  fell,  he  seemed  but 
the  red  and  ghostly  caricature  of  a  Xerxes,  inef- 
fectually lashing  the  sea.  They  were  calling  to 
him  imploringly  to  come  down,  in  heaven's  name 
to  come  down ! 

The  second  man  had  followed  to  the  top  of  the 
ladder  against  the  wall,  and  there  he  })aused,  wait- 
ing to  pass  up  the  line  of  hose  when  the  word  should 
come  that  the  force-pump  had  been  repaired ;  but 
the  people  thought  that  he  waited  because  he  was 
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afniid  to  trust    liinisilf  to  tlu>   ^M-jij)j)li.i«,'-l;uI(ler. 
Ho   WHS  iifr.iiil,   cxmdiii^ly   iifiuid ;    tlioii^rl,   i||,it 
WHS  not  why  \\v  w.iitrd;  utid  he  whs  still  chuckliii^ 
ovir  the  nssnidt  of  the'  hxcs. 

His  situHtioii  lind  not  much  the  HdvHntHgc  of 
that  of  tho  chief :  jiis  ml  shirt  nii^ht  hnvo  boon 
sci  with  orHii<fo  ji'wils,  so  studdid  it  whs  with  the 
flym^  spnrks;  nnd,  h  Inr^n'  hniiid  droppin-r  upon 
his  hehnc't,  he  tlu-ew  up  his  hnnd  to  dislodrre  it  nnd 
lost  the  helmet.  The  srcnt  li^ht  fell  ujmn  his  fnir 
hnir  nnd  smilin^^r  fnee,  nnd  it  whs  then  thnt  Aliss 
Betty    recognized   the   Incroynble   of  her  garden. 


[9-2] 


CHAPTER   VI 

The  Kvcr  Uiiinuutivdl  Feminine 

IT  WHS  (III  invest  if:;iiting  no^ro  cliihl  of  tender 
years,  who,  possessed  of  ji  petty  sense  of  cuuse 
and  effect,  l)rouKlit  an  illuminative  siniplieity 
to  bear  upon  the  problem  of  the  force-pum}) ;  and  a 
multitudinous  agitation  greeted  bis  discovery  that 
the  engineers  bad  forgotten  to  connect  their  i)ipes 
with  the  river. 

This  naive  omission  was  fatal  to  the  second  waro- 
bouse;  the  wall  burst  into  flame  below  Crailey  (Jray, 
who  clung  to  the  top  of  the  ladder,  choking,  sti- 
fled, and  dizzily  fighting  the  sj)arks  that  covered 
bini,  yet  still  clutching  the  nozzle  of  the  hose-line 
they  liad  passed  to  him.  When  the  stream  at  last 
leaped  forth,  making  the  nozzle  fight  in  bis  grasp, 
be  sent  it  straight  up  into  the  air  and  let  the  cat- 
aract fall  back  upon  himself  and  upon  the  two 
men  bencatb  him  on  the  ladder. 
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Tlii're  fjuiu-  ii  nioimiit  of  hlcsscd  nlicr;  uiul  lie 
looked  «)ut  ovor  the  Ijio.uI  rosy  l)lur  of  fiuis  in 
the  street,  where  no  one  wondered  more  tli.in  he 
how  the  water  whs  to  reaeli  the  roof.  Suddenly  he 
started,  wi])ed  his  eyes  wifli  liis  wet  sleeve,  und 
peered  intently  down  from  under  the  sluidin^  firm. 
His  roving  hmce  crossed  the  smoke  juul  fhime  to 
rest  upon  a  tull,  white  figure  that  stood,  full-length 
above  the  heads  of  the  j)eoj)le,  upon  a  pedestal 
wrought  with  the  grotescpie  images  of  boys:  a  girl's 
figure,  still  as  noon,  enrapt,  like  tlie  statue  of  some 
young  goddess  for  whom  were  made  these  sacrificial 
pyres.     Mr.  Gray  recognized  his  op[)ortunity. 

A  blackened  and  unrecognizable  face  peered 
down  from  the  eaves,  and  the  voice  belonging  to  it 
said,  angrily : 

"  Wliy  didn't  they  send  up  that  line  before  they 
put  the  water  through  it.^" 

"  Never  mind,  Tom,"  answered  Crailey  cheer- 
fully, "  I'll  bring  it  u])." 

"  You  can't ;  I'll  come  down  for  it.  Don't  be 
every  kind  of  a  fool!  " 

**  You  want  a  monopoly,  do  you.'  "  And  Cruilcy, 
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cjilliii^^  li.  'r;i|)|iiii^li,iiii  .Marsh,  mxt  IkIow  him,  to 

<■ >•  lii^lur,  lifl  thr  writhing  iio/zli-  in  tlio  l.ittir's 

posM  smOii,  sh  iiiifT  himstll"  out  upon  tin-  K''''4'I*''"K" 
ladder,  iniitaliii^  the  chief's  ^viiuiastic-s,  and  iin- 
nie<liatilv,  one  hand  ^raspin^  the  sirond  run^,  one 
knee  crooked  over  the  lowest,  leaned  head  down  and 
took  ilu-  iio/zle  from  Marsh.  It  was  a  heavy 
wcifflit,  and  though  Marsh  supported  the  line  hc- 
neath  it,  the  <^reat  stream  hurHin<^  forth  made  it 
a  difficult  thin"-  to  manage,  for  it  wriff^led,  re- 
coiled aiid  stru<,f<rlid  as  if  it  had  been  alive.  Cniiley 
made  threi'  af tempts  to  draw  himself  up;  i)ut  the 
strain  was  too  much  for  his  ^rip,  and  on  the  third 
attempt  his  finders  melted  from  the  nuig,  and  he 
swunjr  down  fearfully,  hangin<f  by  his  knee,  but 
still  clin|ring  to  the  nozzle. 

"  (iive  it  up,  Crailey ;  it  isn't  worth  it,"  Vanrevel 
called  from  overhead,  not  daring  the  weight  of  both 
on  the  light  grajjpling-ladder. 

But  though  Crailey  cared  no  more  for  the  sav- 
ing of  Robert  Carewe's  property  than  for  a  butter- 
fly's wing  in  China,  lie  could  not  give  up  now,  any 
more  than  as  a  lad  he  could  have  forborne  to  turn 
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soniorsfiults  wluii  llio  prittitst  liflli-  ^\r\  lodkiil  out 
of  tlif  school-Iioiisi'  «iii(low.  He  passed  the  iioz/.lc 
to  'ruppiii<fliiini,  nm^lit  the  sccmikI  niufr  with  his 
left  hniid,  iiiid,  once  more  hHii;;iii;^  heiid  tlown- 
w.inl,  seized  liie  nozzle;  then,  «ilh  his  knee  hooked 
ti^lit,  us  the  ^ii>ihin^  wider  descrihed  u  huire  senii- 
cirele  uj)on  the  sniokt-  .iiid  hot  v.ipor,  he  made  ii 
mad  lurch  through  flu'  air,  while  womiii  shrieked; 
hut  he  landtd  upright,  half-sitting-  on  the  lowest 
nuif^.  lie  dimhed  the  ^rapplint^-Iadder  swiftly, 
in  spite  of  the  wei<fht  find  contortions  of  tlie  un- 
mana<feable  beast  he  carried  with  him;  Tom  leaned 
far  <lown  and  took  it  from  him;  and  Crailey,  pass- 
ing the  eaves,  fell,  exh.iusti'd,  upoti  the  roof.  tJust 
ns  he  reached  this  temporary  security,  a  lady  was 
borne,  faint in<r,  out  of  the  acclaimin<j;  crowd. 
Fanchoii  was  there. 

Word  had  been  passed  to  the  frontlenun  of  the 
'*  Kn^ine  C'oiu{)any  "  to  shut  off  the  water  in  order 
to  allow  the  line  to  be  carried  up  the  ladder,  and 
ilu'V  received  the  command  at  the  moment  Tom 
lifted  the  nozzle,  so  that  the  stream  dried  up  in  his 
hands.     This  was  the  last  straw,  and  the  blackened, 
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8inff.,|  a„.l  .snirn-,1  cl.i.f,  M.tti,.K  tl...  trun.pot  to 
Jus  lij,N,  ^,ive  hiinsilf  tntiroI;>'  to  wrath. 

It  .struck  Cmik-y,  even  us  he  la:y,  c-«„^.|,i„^,  nnd 
woopi,,^,    with    smoke,    that    there    was    s<„„ethinK 
■splcruhd  u.ul  Jarye  in  the  other's  ra^e.     \a,nevel 
H'ls  onlinanly  so  stea<l3r  ami  cool   that   this  was 
worth  seei,.^r,  this  berserker  gesture;  worth  hearin^r, 
tlus  wonderful  profanity-,  like   Washington's  one 
fit  of  cursing;  and  Crailey,  knowing  'J'on.,  knew, 
too,  that  it  had  not  come  u]K,n  hin.  because  Carewe 
hud  a  daughter  into  whose  eyes  Ton.  had  looked; 
nor  did  he  rage  bec-vas-.  '     believed  that  CVailcy's 
life  und  his  were  in  the  g     .ter  hazard  for  the  la'ck 
of  every  drop  of  water  that  should   huNe   issued 
fron,  the  en.pty  nozzle.    Their  lungs  were  burdened 
with    sn.oke,    while    the    intolerable    s,na  fing   of 
throat,  eyes,  and  nostrils  was  like  the  incision  of  a 
thousand  needles  in  the  membranes;  their  clothes 
were     luminous    with   glowing   circles    where   the 
sparks  w:re  eating;  the  blaze  wi.lened  on  the  wall 
beneath  then.,  and   Marsh   was  shouting  hoarsely 
that  he  could  no  longer  hold  his  position  on  the 
ladder;  yet  Crailey  knew  that  none  of  this  was  in 
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Tom's  iniiui  iis  ho  sIwmI,  .scorolu'd,  bliHtirid,  aiitl 
Im^^unl,  OH  lla-  idp'  of  Hk-  roof,  slinking  his  fist 
nt  the  world.  It  was  hrniusi-  his  chiiiuT  of  saving 
the  property  of  a  man  he  despiscil  was  biitig  vn- 
(langeri'd. 

C'railiy  strctrhed  forth  a  hand  and  touclud 
his  friend's  knee.  "  Your  side  of  the  conversa- 
tion is  a  trifle  loud,  Tom,"  he  s.ad.  "  Miss  Ca- 
rcwc  is  down  there,  across  the  street,  on  a  ])ile  of 
boxes." 

Tom  stopped  in  the  middle  of  a  word,  for  which 
he  may  have  received  but  half  a  black  stroke  from 
tlie  recording  angel.  He  wheeled  toward  the  street, 
and,  shielding  his  inflamed  eyes  with  his  hand, 
gazed  downward  in  a  stricken  silence.  From  that 
moment  Mr.  Vanrevel's  instructions  to  his  follow- 
ers were  of  a  decorum  at  which  not  the  meekest 
Sunday-school  scholar  dare  have  cavilled. 

The  three  men  now  on  the  long  ladder,  Marsh, 
Eugene  Madrillon,  and  Will  Cunmiings,  found 
their  position  untenable;  for  the  flames,  reaching 
all  along  the  wall,  were  licking  at  the  ladder  itself, 
between  Marsh  and  Eugene.     "  I  can't  stand  this 
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any   loD^jcr,"  f^'isped  Tappingluiiii,  "  but   I  can't 
IruvL'  flio^c  two  iiji  tlitrr,  cither." 

"  No!  alone,"  sliouted  Cunnnin^s  from  bcneall 
Madrillon.     *'  Let's  go  up." 

Tluis  it  happened,  that  when  tlic  water  came 
again,  and  N'anrevel  let  it  fall  in  a  grateful  cascade 
upon  Crailey  and  him.self,  three  manly  voices  were 
heard  singing,  as  three  men  toiled  through  the  bil- 
lows of  ro->y  gray,  below  the  beleaguered  ])air: 

•'  Oh  Hi)'  iiohh  Ihikf  11/  Yiirk, 
III  liail  trH  tliDuminil  men  ; 
lit-  inurrlinl  thfin  ill)  the  glde  of  a  hinue. 
And  man-hud  ihum  down  ni/itin  I " 

A  head  aiipeared  above  the  eaves,  and  Marsh, 
then  Eugene,  tiien  C'ummings,  came  crawling  over 
the  cornice  in  turn,  to  join  their  comrades.  They 
wect  u  gallant  band,  those  young  gtritlemen  of 
Ilouen,  and  they  came  with  the  ironical  song  on 
their  lips,  and,  looking  at  one  another,  ragged  and 
scarified,  burst  into  hoarse  but  indomitable 
laughter. 

Two  others  made  an  attempt  to  follow,  and  would 
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not  be  restrained.  It  was  noticed  that  parts  of  the 
lower  ladder  had  been  charring;  and  the  ladder- 
men  were  preparing  to  remove  it  to  a  less  danger- 
ous point,  when  old  General  Trumble  and  joung 
Jefferson  Bareaud  made  a  rush  to  mount  it,  and 
were  well  upon  their  upward  way  before  the  ladder, 
weakened  at  the  mitldle,  sagged,  splintered,  and 
broke,  Trumble  and  Bareaud  falling  rtith  it.  And 
there  was  the  grappling-laddcr,  dangling  forty 
feet  above  the  ground ;  antl  there  were  the  five  upon 
the  roof. 

The  Department  had  no  other  ladder  of  more 
than  half  the  length  of  tlie  shattered  one.  Not 
only  the  Department,  but  every  soul  in  Rouen, 
knew  thai  ,  and  there  rose  the  thick,  low  '•igh  of  a 
nmltitude,  a  sound  frightful  to  hear.  It  became 
a  groan,  then  swelled  into  a  deep  cry  of  alarm  and 
lamentation. 

And  now,  almost  simultaneously,  the  west  wall 
of  the  building,  and  the  south  wall,  and  all  the 
southwestern  portions  of  the  roof,  covered  them- 
selves with  voluminous  mantles  of  flame,  which  in- 
creased so  hugely  and  with  such  savage   rapidity 
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tliat  the  one  stream  on  the  roof  was  seen  to  he  hut 
a  ri(heiiIous  and  useless  opposition. 

Everyhody  he^an  to  shout  adviVc  to  his  nei^h- 
hor;  and  nohody  h'stened  even  to  himself.  The  fire- 
men were  in  as  great  a  turmoil  ;is  was  the  crowd, 
while  women  covered  their  eyes.  Young  Frank 
Chenoweth  was  sohhing  curses  upon  the  bruised 
and  shaking  Trumble  and  Jefferson  Bareaud,  wlio 
could  only  stand  remorseful,  impotently  groaning, 
and  made  no  answer. 

The  walls  of  the  southernmost  warehouse  followed 
the  roof,  crashing  inward  one  after  the  other,  a 
sacrificial  pyre  with  its  purpose  consuimnated ;  and 
in  the  seeth  and  flare  of  its  passing,  Tom  Vanrevel 
again  sha.led   his  eyos  with  his  h.and,  an.l  looked 
down  across  the  ui)turned  faces.    The  jiedestal  with 
the    gn)tes(ine    carvings    was    still    there;    hut    the 
crowm-ng  figure  had  disappeared— the  young  god- 
dess was  g„„,..     F,„.  ,1,,.^  „f  ,j,  j,,,^^  throng,  had  an 
idea  in  her  head,  and,  after  screaming  it  to  every 
man  within  reach,  only  to  discover  the  impossibil- 
ity of  making  herself  understood  in  that  Babel,  she 
WHS  struggling  to  make  her  way  toward  the  second 
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warehouse,  througli  tlic  swayin/;  jam  of  people.   It 
was  a  <»iHicult  task,  as  the  farther  In  she  niaiLiged 
to  go,  the  denser  became  the  press  and  the  more 
lightly  she  found  the  people  wedged,  until  she  re- 
ceived involuntary  aid  from  the  firemen.     In  turn- 
ing their  second  stream  to  play  ineffectually  upon 
the   lower   strata  of   flame,   they   accidenhdly   de- 
flected it  toward  the  crowd,  who  sc  parated  wildly, 
leaving   a   big   gap,    of    which    Miss    Betty    took 
instant   advantage.     She   darted   across,   and   the 
next    monunt,   unnoticed,   had   entered   the  build- 
ing  through    the   door   which    Crailey    dray   had 
o])ened. 

Tlie  five  young  men  on  the  roof  were  well  aware 
that  there  was  little  to  do  but  to  wait,  and  soon 
they  would  see  which  was  to  win,  they  or  the  fire; 
so  they  shifted  their  line  of  hose  to  the  eastern 
front  of  the  building — out  of  harm's  way,  for  a 
little  time,  at  least — and  held  the  muzzle  steady, 
watcliing  its  work.  And  in  truth  it  was  not  long 
i)efore  tliev  understood  which  would  conquer.  Tlic 
soutiiern  and  western  porticms  of  the  building  had 
flung  out  great  flames  that  fluttered  and  flared  on 
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tho  breeze  like  Titanic  flags;  and  steadily,  slowly, 
at  first,  then  faster  as  the  seconds  flew,  the  five 
were  driven  backward,  up  the  low  slope  of  the  roof 
toward  the  gable-ridge.  Tom  Vanrevel  held  the 
first  joint  of  the  nozzle,  and  he  retreated  with  a 
sulky  face,  lifting  his  foot  grudgingly  at  each 
step.  They  were  all  silent,  now,  and  no  one  spoke 
until  Will  Cununings  faltered: 

"  Surely    they'll    get  a    rope    up    to    us    some 


wav 


?" 


Will  knew  as  well  as  did  the  others  that  there 
was  no  way;  but  his  speech  struck  the  sullen  heart 
of  the  chief  witli  remorse.  lie  turned.  "  I  hope 
you'll  all  forgive  nie  for  getting  you  up  liere." 

A  sound,  half  sob,  half  giggle,  came  from  the 
parched  lips  of  Eugene  Madrillon,  as  he  patted 
^'om  on  the  shoulder  without  speaking,  and  Crailcy 
no«lded  quietly,  then  left  the  group  and  went  to  the 
eastern  edge  of  the  roof  and  looked  out  upon  the 
crowd.  Cunimings  dropped  the  line  and  sat  down, 
burying  his  hot  face  i-"  his  arms,  for  they  all  saw 
that  Vanrevel  thought  "  it  was  no  use,"  but  a  ques- 
tion of  a  few  minutes,  and  they  would  retreat  across 
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the  gable  and  either  jump  or  go  down  with  the 
roof. 


* 


Since  the  world  began,  idle  and  industrious  phi- 
losoplurs  have  speculated  much  upon  the  thougiita 
of  men  about  to  die;  yet  it  cainiot  be  too  ingeinious 
to  believe  that  such  thoughts  vary  as  the  men,  their 
characters,  jind  conditions  of  life  vary.  Never- 
theless, pursuant  with  the  traditions  of  minstrelsy 
and  romance,  it  is  conceivable  tliat  Miiir,  unmar- 
ried  men,  called  upon  to  face  desper.'.te  situations, 
might,  at  the  ( rucial  moment,  rush  to  a  common 
experience  of  sunnnoning  the  vision,  each  of  his 
heart's  desire,  and  to  meet,  each  his  doom,  with  her 
name  upon  his  lips. 

An  extraordinary  thing  occurred  in  the  ])resent 
instance,  for,  by  means  of  some  fragmentary  re- 
marks let  fall  at  the  time,  and  afterward  recalled 
— <uch  as  Tapplnghani  Marsh's  gasj)ing:  "At 
least  it  will  be  on  her  father's  roof!"  and  from 
otlur  things  Inter  overheard,  an  inevitable  deduc- 
tion has  been  reached  that  four  of  the  five  gentle- 
men In  the  })erilous  case  herein  described  were  oc- 
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Tlu:  Ever  VnprnctHol  Fcniiitine 
cupitil    with    tlie    visiuii    ol"    tlu-    shiiil'    ptrsoii,  lo 
wit:  Miss  Eli/;ibctli  ("invwf,  "  tlii'  last— tlic  i)rct- 
tiest — to  conif  to  town!" 

Cniiliy  Grny,  (ilorif,  spoke  not  at  nil;  I)uf  why 
did  he  stniirj  and  strain  his  eyes  toward  that  cinijly 
pedestal  with  the  grotescjue  earvinj^'s?  Did  he 
seek  Fanchon  there,  or  was  Miss  ("an  we  tlie  last 
sweet  ai)parition  in  the  fancies  of  all  five  of  the 
unhappy  young  men? 

The  coincidence  of  the  actual  appearance  of  the 
lady  among  them,  therefore  seemid  the  more  mi- 
raculous, when,  wan  and  hopeless,  staggeritig  d,  s- 
perately  backward  to  tiie  gahle-ridge,  tluy  heaid 
a  clear  contralto  voice  behind  them: 

"Hadn't  you  better  all  come  down  now?"  it 
said. — "  The  stairway  will  be  on  fire  Ix fore 
long." 

Only  one  thing  could  have  been  more  shockingly 
unexpected  to  the  five  than  that  tli  re  should  be  a 
sixth  person  on  the  roof,  and  this  was  that  the  sixth 
person  should  be  Miss  Betty  Careuc. 

Tiiey  turned,  aghast,  agape,  cli()j)fallen  with  as- 
tonishment, stunned,  and  incredulous. 
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Slie  stow!  just  behind  the  giible-ridge,  smiling 
aniiabh',  a  most  incongruous  little  pink  fan  in  her 
hand,  the  smoke-wreaths  partly  obscuring  her  and 
curling  between  the  five  and  her  white  dress,  like 
mists  floating  across  the  ne*    moon. 

Was  it  but  a  kindly  phantasm  of  the  brain? 
Was  it  the  incarnation  of  the  last  vision  of  the  lost 
Volunteers?  Was  it  a  Valkyrie  assuming  that  love- 
ly hkeness  to  perch  upon  this  eyrie,  waiting  to 
bear  their  heroic  souls  to  ValhuUa,  or — was  it  Miss 
Betty  Carewe? 

To  the  chief  she  spoke — all  of  them  agreed  to 
that  afterward — but  it  was  C'railey  who  answered, 
while  Tom  cjuld  only  stare,  and  stand  wagging  his 
liead  at  the  lovely  phantom,  like  a  Mandarin  on 
a  shelf. 

"  ^ly  mother  in  heaven ! "  gasped  C'railey. 
"  How  did  3'ou  come  up  here?  " 

"  There's  a  trap  in  the  roof  on  the  other  side  of 
the  ridge,"  she  said,  and  she  began  to  fan  herself 
with  the  pink  fan.  "  A  stairway  runs  all  the  way 
down — old  Nelson  showed  me  through  these  build- 
ings yi'stcrday — and  that  side  isn't  on  fire  yet.  I'm 
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so  M)iTv  I  tliiln't  think  of  it  until  a  moment  ago, 
because  you  could  have  brought  the  water  uj)  that 
way.  But  don't  you  think  you'd  better  come  down 
now?  " 
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NOT  suviifje  Hun,  nor  "  biirhurous  Vtin- 
dvkc,"  nor  (Kiiion  ApaclK.',  could  wish  to 
Uwi'll  upon  the  state  of  niiiul  of  the  Cliicf 
of  the  Rouen  Vokintcer  Fire  Dejjurtnient ;  there- 
fore, let  the  curtuin  of  mercy  desceiul.  Without  a 
word,  he  turned  and  dnifrgcd  the  r.o/,/le  to  the 
eastern  eaves,  whence,  after  a  warnin^^  gesture  to 
those  below,  he  dropped  it  to  the  ground.  And, 
out  of  compassion,  it  should  be  little  more  than 
hinted  tliat  the  gesture  of  warning  was  very  slight. 
When  the  rescued  band  reached  the  foot  of  the 
last  flight  of  stairs,  they  beheld  the  o})cn  doorway 
as  a  frame  for  a  great  press  of  intent  and  con- 
torted faces,  every  eye  still  strained  to  watch  the 
roof;  none  of  tlie  harrowed  spectators  compre- 
hending the  a})jiearance  of  the  girl's  figure  there, 
nor  able  to  see  whither  she  had  led  the  five  young 
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men,  until  Tiif)|»Iiif,Mi,im   Mursli  ruiscd  n  sliont  ns 
hv   liiijjrd   out    of  till'  «lo()r   aiid  (l.iuccd    upon   tlic 
solid  ciiitli  a^.'iiti. 

Then,  indeed,  there  was  a  nii;rlity  uproar;  clieer 
after  cheer  .•l^<•el\<le<l  to  the  red  vault  of  heaven; 
women  wept,  men  whooped,  and  the  pt'opio  rushtd 
lor  the  heroes  with  wide-open,  welcominir  arms. 
JefFerson  Hareaud  and  I'rank  ("henoweth  and  (len- 
eral  'I'rumhie  dashed  at  Tom  >'anrevel  with  Inco- 
hen  rit  cries  of  thanksgiving,  shaking  liis  liands 
and  heating  him  hysterically  upon  the  hack.  lie 
greeted  them  with  hitter  lauj^hter. 

"  IIilj)  get  the  water  into  the  next  warehouse; 
this  one  is  heyond  control,  hut  we  can  save  the  other 
two.  Take  the  lines  in — through  the  door!  "  He 
brushed  the  rejoicing  friends  off  abruptly,  and 
went  on  in  a  (pieer,  hollow  voice:  "There  arc 
stai-s— and  I'm  so  sorry  I  didn't  think  of  it  until 
a  moment  ago,  because  you  could  have  brought  the 
water  up  that  way!  " 

A  remarkable  case  of  desertion  had  occurred,  tl»e 
])revi{)us  instant,  undi  r  his  eyes.  As  the  ])arty 
emerged  from  tlie  warehouse  into  the  street,  Tom 
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hninl  Cr.iilrv  sav  liiirrifdiv  to  Mi^s  Curouo:  "  l.vl 
WW  j^i  t  voii  fiwiiv;  foiiu'  (|iiiiklv  !  "  siiw  liiin  mkI- 
ili  iilv  s(  i/i'  Ik  r  liiiiul,  mid,  iliiiliii^  tlu'  oiini>lnti;^ 
crowd,  run  willi  In  r  roiiiul  \\\v  foriur  t)f  tlir  Imild- 
iii^l.  And  soiiiiliow,  '  •oiij^li  wli.it  iiispiriitioii,  or 
tlirou;;li  wliiil  know  Utlj^i-  of  liis  jmrtmr's  "  tciiipir- 
/iiiuiit,"  liciivcii  knows,  tlu'  proplu'lic  soul  of  tlio 
rliii  r  was  unli!ip|)ily  assurnl  tliat  ('rnilt>y  would 
of! IT  hiniM  ll'  as  t  scort  to  lirr  lionu',  and  find  ac- 
ceptance. Hut  why  not?  Was  it  Crailey  who 
had  publicly  called  his  fVllow-nian  fool,  idiot,  im- 
becile, at  the  to|)  of  his  hin^s,  only  to  find  himself 
the  proven  numskull  oi'  the  universe!  Tom  stood 
for  a  moment  staring  after  the  vanishing  pair, 
while  over  his  face  stole  the  stranjfest  expression 
that  ever  man  saw  tlu  re;  then,  with  meekly  Iniwed 
shoulders,  he  turnid  again  to  his  work. 

At  the  corner  of  the  warehouse,  Miss  Carewo 
detached  her  hand  from  Crailey's,  yet  still  fol- 
lowed him  as  lie  made  a  iiiuck  detour  round  the 
next  building.  A  minute  cr  two  later  they  found 
themselves,  undetected,  upon  Main  Street  in  the 
rear  of  the  crowd.     There  ("ruilcy  pausetl. 
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"  Fni  u;ivr  111.',"  Ill'  suld,  Itn  .•itlilcssly,  "  for  tak- 
ili<;  voiir  haiiil.  I  fhoiifrlif  ymi  would  like  to  t^A 
a«;iv." 

She  rc^dnldi  liini  f^rav<'l\,  so  that  l.r  found  it 
(llHiciilt  to  nad  iur  look,  rxct  pt  tliat  it  was  strl- 
ously  <iui'stioiiin<^;  but  wlutlRr  the  iiitirro^af ion 
was  addn'ss((l  to  liiin  or  to  lursilf  la-  could  not 
(li'tiriiiiiii'.     Afttr  a  silcrici'  she  said: 

"  I  don't  know  why  I  followed  you.  I  believe 
it  must  have  heeii  because  you  didn't  ^ive  nie  time 
to  think." 

'I'his,  of  course,  made  him  even  (piicker  with  her 
than  bi fore.  "  It's  all  over,"  he  said  briskly. 
"The  first  warehouse  is  ^one ;  the  second  will  ^ro, 
but  they'll  save  the  others  easily  enough,  now 
that  you  have  jiointed  out  tha^  the  lines  may  be 
utilized  otherwise  than  as  adjuncts  of  perform- 
ances on  the  hi^di  trapeze!"  They  were  standiiif^ 
by  a  pickt  t-fence,  and  he  leaned  ajrainsl  it,  over- 
come by  mirth  in  which  she  did  not  join.  Her 
gravity  reacted  upon  him  at  once,  and  his  laugh- 
ter was  stoj)j)e(l  short.  "  Will  you  not  accept  mc 
as  an  escort  to  your  homer'  "  he  sai<l  formally. 
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"  T  do  not  know,"  slio  roturiicd  simply,  llio  sort 
of  hoiu'st  troiil)!''  ill  lier  ^Ifince  tlmt  is  seen  only  in 
very  youn^  eyes. 

"  Wliiit  reason  in  the  world!"  he  returned,  with 
ji  criif'ty  sharpnes..  of  iistonisinnent. 

Slie  continued  to  g.ize  upon  him  thoughtfully, 
while  he  tried  to  look  into  her  eyes,  hut  was  haf- 
tl'.'d  lu'cause  the  radiant  heams  from  the  lady's 
orhs  (as  the  eldir  ("henoweth  might  have  said) 
roted  soMU'where  dangerously  near  his  ehin,  which 
\\()rried  him,  for,  though  his  chin  made  no  retreat 
and  was  far  from  ill-looking,  it  was,  nevertheless, 
that  feature  which  he  most  distrusted.  "  Won't 
you  tell  me  why  not.''  "  he  repeat etl,  uneasily. 

"  Because,"  she  answered  at  last,  speaking  hesi- 
tatingly, "  hecause  it  isn't  so  easy  a  matter  for  mc 
as  you  seem  to  think.  You  have  not  heen  intro- 
duced to  me,  and  I  know  yc-i  never  will  he,  and 
that  what  you  told  mc  was  true." 

"  Which  part  of  what  I  told  you.;*  "  The  ques- 
tion escaped  from  him  instanter. 

"  That  the  others  might  come  when  they  liked, 
but   that  you  could  not." 


The  Comedian 

"Oh  yos,  vfs."  Ilis  oxi)rossion  altomi  to  a 
siiK'cn'  dejection;  his  sliouldtrs  drooped,  und  his 
\»ice  iiid'cjitcd  supreme  anno^vince.  '*  I  niio-ht 
.'iive  known  someone  would  tell  3'ou !  Who  w.is  it? 
Did  they  say  why  I " 

"  On  account  of  your  quarrel  with  my  father." 

"  My  quarrel  with  your  father!  "  he  exclaimed; 
and  his  face  lit  with  an  elated  surprise;  his  shoul- 
ders strai/rhtened.  He  took  a  stej)  nearer  her,  and 
asked,  eagerly:  "  Who  told  you  that?" 

"  iMy  father  himself.  He  spoke  of  a  :\rr.  Van- 
revel  whom  he — disliked,  and  whom  I  nuist  not 
meet;  and,  rememhering  what  you  had  said,  of 
course  I  knew  that  you  were  he." 

"  Oh !  "  Crailey's  lips  began  to  form  a  smile 
of  such  appealing  and  inimitable  sweetness  that 
Voltaire  would  have  trusted  him;  a  smile  alto- 
gether rose-leaves.  "  Then  I  lose  you,"  he  said, 
"  for  my  only  chance  to  know  you  was  in  keeping 
it  hidden  from  you.     And  now  you  understand!" 

*'  No,"  she  answered,  gravely,  "  I  don't  under- 
stand;  that  is  what  troubles  nio.  If  I  did,  and 
believed   you   had    the   right   of   the  difference,   I 
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could  lu'liovo  it  no  sin  that  you  should  speak  to 
ino,  should  take  nic  home  now.  I  think  it  is  wrong 
not  to  act  from  your  own  understanding  of 
things." 

The  young  man  set  his  expression  as  one  in- 
domitahly  fixed  upon  tiie  course  of  honor,  cost 
what  it  might;  and,  in  the  very  action,  liis  lurking 
pleasure  in  doing  it  hopped  out  in  the  flicker  of  a 
twinkle  in  his  eyes,  and  as  instantly  sought  cover 
ag)>in — the  flea  in  the  rose-jar. 

"  Then  you  must  ask  some  other,"  he  said, 
firmly.  "  A  disinterested  person  should  tell  you. 
The  difference  was  political  in  the  beginning,  but 
became  personal  afterward;  and  it  is  now  a  quar- 
rel which  can  never  be  patched  up,  though,  for 
my  part,  I  wish  that  it  could  be.  I  can  say  no 
more,  because  a  party  to  it  should  not  speak." 

She  met  his  level  look  squarely  at  last;  and  no 
man  ever  had  a  more  truthful  pair  of  eyes  than 
Cralley  Gray,  for  it  was  his  great  accomplishment 
that  he  could  adjust  his  emotion,  his  reason,  and 
something  that  might  be  called  his  faith,  to  fit  any 
situation  in  any  character. 
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"  Vou  ni.iy  tdkc  mo  lioino,"  slio  answered.  "  I 
nmv  l)e  wronp,  and  even  disloyal ;  but.  I  do  not 
fell  it  so,  now.  Vou  did  a  very  brave  thing  to- 
night to  save  liini  from  loss,  and  I  think  that 
what  you  have  said  was  just  what  you  should  have 
said." 

So  they  went  down  the  street,  the  hul)bub  and 
confusion  of  the  fire  growing  more  and  more  in- 
distinct behind  them.  They  walked  slowly,  and, 
for  a  time,  neither  spoke;  yet  the  silence  was  of  a 
kind  which  the  adept  rejoiced  to  liave  produced 
thus  soon — their  second  meeting.  For  he  believed 
there  were  more  strange  things  in  heaven  and 
earth  than  Horatio  wot;  and  one  of  the  strangest 
was  that  whenever  he  was  near  an  attractive  woman 
during  a  silence  such  as  this,  something  not  to  be 
defined,  but  as  effective  as  it  was  indefinite,  always 
went  out  from  him  to  her.  It  was  lik»  a  word  of 
tenderness,  a  word  too  gentle,  too  compelling,  too 
sweet,  to  be  part  of  any  tongue,  spoken  or  written. 
And  more:  this  ineffable  word  had  an  echo,  and 
came  back  to  him  from  the  woman. 

As  his  partner  had  in  dress,  so  Crailey  had  with 
[115] 


c 


The  Tik  >   Vitnrcvds 

wonun,  some  color  of  the  Hidu ;  but  it  was  not  in 
what  expirioncc  luul  ^ivcii  liiin  to  rccoffni/o  as  a 
f.ict:  that  tlu'v  were  aj)t  to  full  in  love  with  him. 
(That  tluy  wore  aj)t  to  remain  in  love  with  him — 
ho  nndtrstood  perfectly — was  another  matter.) 
And  he  knew  when  they  were  doing  it;  could  have 
told  them  accurately,  at  each  step,  what  they  were 
feelin*;,  thinkinff,  dreaminpf,  durinfif  the  process, 
because  he  was  usually  exhibiting  the  same  symp- 
toms to  himself  at  the  same  time. 

Thus,  his  own  breast  occupied  with  that  dizzy 
elation  which  followed  its  reception  of  the  insane 
3'oung  god's  arrows,  and  his  heart  warm  with  the 
rise  of  the  old  emotion  that  he  knew  so  well,  he  was 
nevertheless  able  to  walk  with  liis  finger  on  the 
pulse  of  the  exquisite  moment,  counting  her  heart- 
beats and  his  own. 

So,  to  his  fancy,  as  they  walked,  the  little  space 
between  them  was  hung  with  brilliant  strands,  like 
gossamer  chains  of  gold,  already  linking  them  to- 
gether; every  second  fixing  another  slender,  pre- 
cious fetter,  binding  them  closer,  drawing  her 
nearer.     lie  waited  until  they  passed  into  the  shad- 
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ows  of  the  (Icsertt'd  C'/ircwe  Strcot  before  he  spoke. 
There  he  stopped  abruptly;  at  which  she  turned, 
jistonished. 

"  Now  that  you  have  saved  my  hfe,"  he  said, 
in  a  low,  tremulous  tone,  "  what  are  you  going  to 
do  with  it  ?  " 

Her  eyes  opened  almost  as  widely  as  they  had 
at  her  first  sight  of  liim  in  her  garden.  There 
was  a  long  pause  before  she  rejjlied,  and  when  slie 
did,  it  was  to  his  considerable  surprise. 

"  I  have  never  seen  a  play,  except  the  funny 
little  ones  wc  acted  at  the  convent,"  she  said, 
"  but  isn't  that  the  way  they  speak  on  the 
stage?" 

Crailey  realized  that  his  judgment  of  the  silence 
had  been  mistaken,  and  yet  it  was  with  a  thrill  of 
delight  that  he  recogni/ed  her  clear  reading  of 
him.     He  had  been  too  florid  again. 

"  Let  us  iro."  His  voice  was  soft  w  ith  re- 
strained  forgiveness.  "  You  mocked  me  once 
before." 

"  Mocked  you?  "  she  repeated,  as  they  went  on. 

"  Mocked  me,"  he  said,  firmly.     "  Mocked  me 
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for  siTiiiin^  tluatrioil,  iiiul  v»f    v<'U  li.ivo  Inirmd 
that  wimt  I  said  was  truo;  as  voii  will  a|j;airi." 

She  umsvd  upon  this;  tluii,  as  iu  whiinsini! 
iiulul^tiuv  to  ail  iiiiportimafc  child: 

"  Woll,  tell  iiic  what  you  iiRim  whin  you  say  I 
savi'd  your  life." 

'*  You  fame  alone,"  he  bepm,  hastily,  *'  lo  stand 
upon  that  burning  roof — -— " 

"  Whence  all  but  him  had  lied !  "  Her  lau<,'hter 
Ttiug  out,  interrupting  liim.  "  My  room  was  on 
the  fourth  floor  at  St.  Mary's,  and  I  didn't  mind 
climbing  three  flights  this  evening." 

("railey's  good-nature  was  always  perfect. 
"  You  mock  me  and  you  mock  me!  "  he  cried,  and 
made  her  laughter  but  j)art  of  a  g;iy  duet.  "  I 
know  I  have  gone  too  fast,  have  said  things  I 
should  have  waited  to  say;  but,  ah!  remember  the 
small  chance  I  have  against  the  others  who  can 
see  you  when  they  like.  Don't  flout  me  beca\ise 
I  try  to  make  the  most  of  a  rare,  stolen  moment 
with  you." 

"  Do !  "  she  exclaimed,  grave  upon  the  instant. 
"  Do  make  the  most  of  it !     I  have  nothing  but 
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inexjM'ricnci'.  IMukc  the  most  by  treatinj»  mo  seri- 
ously. Won't  you?  I  know  you  can,  and  I — I — " 
She  faltered  to  a  full  stop  She  was  earnest 
and  (juiet,  and  there  had  been  something  in  her 
tone,  too- — as  very  often  there  was — that  showed 
how  young  she  was.  "Oh!"  she  bej^an  apiin, 
turning  to  him  impulsively,  "  I  have  thought  about 
you  sinre  that  evening  in  the  garden,  and  I  have 
wished  I  could  know  vou.  I  can't  be  (piite  clear 
how  it  ha|)pened,  but  even  th.ose  few  minutes  left 
a  number  of  strong  impressions  about  you.  And 
the  strongest  was  that  you  were  one  with  whom  I 
could  talk  of  a  great  many  things,  if  you  would 
only  be  real  with  me.  I  believe — though  I'm  not 
sure  why  I  do — that  it  is  very  difficult  for  you  to 
bo  real ;  perhaj)s  because  you  are  so  different  at 
different  times  that  you  aren't  sure,  yourself,  which 
the  real  you  is.  But  the  person  that  you  an  be- 
ginning io  be  for  my  benefit  must  be  the  most 
trifling  of  all  your  solves,  lighter  and  easier  to 
put  on  than  the  little  mask  you  carried  the  other 
night.  If  there  were  nothing  better  underneath 
the  mask,  I  might  play,  too." 
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"  Did  vou  kiiru  this  jil  the  con  nil?  "  ^n-^pcd 
C'niiU'v. 

'*  Thirc  was  a  worM  then-  in  miiiialiiri',"  she 
answered,  speakiii^  very  <iiii(kly.  "  I  think  all 
people  arc  made  of  the  same  materials,  only  in 
sueh  different  proportions.  I  think  a  little  world 
mi^ht  hold  as  mueh  as  the  largest,  if  voii  thoufrht 
it  all  out  hard  enough,  and  vour  expirit  nee  mi^ht 
be  just  as  broatl  and  deep  in  a  small  corner  of  the 
earth  as  anywhere  else.  IJut  I  don't  kiunc!  I  want 
to  understand — I  want  to  understand  evervthintr! 

m.'  O 

I  read  books,  and  there  are  ])eople—  but  no  one  who 
tells  me  what  I  want — I " 

"Stop."  He  lifted  his  hand.  *' I  won't  act; 
I  shall  never  '  play  '  for  you  a^rain."  He  was 
breathless;  the  witching  silence  was  nothing  to 
wh.it  stirred  him  now.  A  singular  exaltation  rose 
in  him,  together  with  the  reckless  impulse  to  speak 
from  the  mood  her  vehement  confidence  hud  in- 
spired.    He  gave  way  to  it. 

"  I  know,  I  know,"  he  said  huskily.  "  I  under- 
stand all  you  mean,  all  you  feel,  all  you  wish.  It 
is    all   echoing   lurt',    and   lure,    and   here!  "      He 
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toucliofl  his  hrcasf,  his  eyes,  and  his  forehead  wifh 
the  fin^rcrs  of  his  loii^r  and  slender  hand.  "  Wc 
si^rl,  ,1,1,1  strain  our  eyes  and  stretch  out  our  arms 
in  the  (larl<,  ^ropin^  ahvays  for  the  stranfre  hless- 
iti^  fhiit  is  just  beyond  our  grasp,  seeking  for  the 
precious  unknown  that  lies  just  over  tlie  horizon! 
It's  what  fhej  meant  by  tlic  pot  of  gold  where 
the  raiiil)()w  en(Is--(mly,  it  may  he  there,  after 
all !  " 

'I'hey  stopfud  unconsciously,  and  remained 
standing  at  the  low<r  end  of  the  Carewo  lud.n'. 
The  western  glow  had  faded,  and  she  was  g.'izing 
at  him  through  the  darkness,  leaning  forward, 
never  dreaming  that  her  tight  grasp  had  broken 
the  sticks  of  the  little  pink  fan. 

"  Yes,"  she  whisj)ered,  eagerly.  "  You  are 
right :  you  understand  !  " 

lie  went  on,  the  words  coming  faster  and  faster: 
"  We  arc  haunted — you  and  I— by  the  wish  to 
know  all  things,  and  by  the  question  that  lies 
under  every  thought  wc  have:  the  aironizinir 
Whither.^  Isn't  it  like  that.?  It  is  really  death 
that  makes  us  think.     You  are  a  good  Catholic: 
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you  Ro  to  mass ;  but  you  wish  to  know.  Docs  God 
reign,  or  did  it  all  happen?  Soinetimos  it  seems 
so  deadly  probable  that  the  universe  just  if  a*,  no 
G(K  to  plan  it,  nothing  but  things;  that  wc  die 
as  sparrows  die,  and  the  brain  is  all  the  soul  wc 
have,  a  thing  that  becomes  clogged  and  stops 
sonic  day.     And  is  thai  all?  " 

She  shivered  slightly,  but  her  steadfast  eyes  did 
not  shift  from  him.  lie  threw  back  his  head,  arJ 
his  face,  uplifted  to  the  jewelled  sky  of  the  moon- 
less night,  was  beatific  in  its  peacefulness,  as  he 
continued  in  an  altered  tone,  gentle  and  low: 

"  I  think  all  questions  arc  answered  there.  The 
stars  tell  it  all.  When  you  look  at  them  you  know! 
They  have  put  them  on  our  flag.  There  are  times 
when  this  seems  but  a  poor  nation:  boastful,  cor- 
rupt, vioKnt,  and  preparing,  as  it  is  now,  to  steal 
another  country  by  fraud  and  war;  yet  the  stars 
on  the  flag  always  make  nv:  haj)py  and  confident. 
Do  you  see  the  constellations  swinging  above  us, 
such  unimaginable  vastnesses,  not  roving  or  crash- 
ing through  the  illimitable  at  haphazard,  but  mov- 
ing   in    more    excellent    measure,   and    to   a   finer 
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rhythm,  thnn  the  nu.st  .1.  lio.ite  clockwork  m.in  ever 
iimdii'     Tlic  ^rnit  occiiii-liius  mark  oiir  snis  witli 
th.ir  paths  thrmiKl'  ♦!"•  water;  the  fine  hniins  of 
the  eartli  are  !)ehln(l  the  ships  that  sail  from  port  to 
,,„rt,  yet  how  awry  the  system  ^oc-s!     When  <1.k'S 
a  ship  come  to  her  harhor  at  an  hour  determineil 
when  she  sailed  ?     Wliat  is  a  ship  heside  the  sn»all.  .t 
„„>„„  of  the  smallest  world?     But,  there  above  v.s, 
„„.„ns,  w.,rl<ls,  suns,  all  the  infinite  cluster  of  co- 
I„s>i,  move  into  place  to  the  exactness  of  a  hair  at 
the  pncise  instant.     That  instead  has  l)een  planned, 
you  see;  it   is  part  of  a  syst.ni— and  can  a  system 
exist,  that  no  mind  made?     Think  of  the  Mind  that 
made  this  one!   Do  you  lulievi'  so  inconceivably  ma- 
;,,.stie  an  IntelliKinee  as  that  could  be  anything  but, 
j.ood?     Ah,  when  you  wonch  r,  look  above  you ;  look 
ul,„ve  you  in  the  ni-ht,  I  say,"  he  cried,  his  han<l 
upraise  1  like  his  trun>fiKured  face.     "  Look  above 
you  and  you  will  never  f.ar  that  a  sparrow's  fall 
could  <^o  unmarked  ! "' 

It  was  not  to  the  stars  that  she  looked,  but  to 
the  orator,  as  lonff  as  he  held  that  pose,  which  lasted 
until  a  hard-ridden  horse  came  galloping  down  the 
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street.     As  it  dashed  bj,  though  the  rider  looked 
noitlier  to  right  nor  left,  Miss  Betty  unconsciously 
made  a  feverish  clutch  at  her  companion's  sleeve, 
drawing  him  closer  to  the  hedge. 

"  It  is  my  father,"  she  said  hurriedly  in  a  low 
voice.  "  He  must  not  see  you.  You  nmst  never 
come  here.  Perhaps — "  She  paused,  then  quickly 
whispered :  "  You  have  been  very  kind  to  me. 
Good-night." 

He  looked  at  her  keenly,  and  through  the  dim- 
ness saw  that  her  face  was  shining  with  excitement. 
He  did  not  speak  again,  but,  taking  a  step  back- 
ward, smiled  faintly,  bent  his  head  in  humble  ac- 
quiescence, and  made  a  slight  gesture  of  his  hand 
for  her  to  leave  him.  She  set  her  eyes  upon  his 
once  more,  then  turned  swiftly  and  almost  ran 
along  Mie  hedge  to  the  gate ;  but  there  she  stopped 
and  looked  back.  He  was  standing  where  she  had 
left  him,  his  face  again  uplifted  to  the  sky. 

She  waved  him  an  uncertain  farewell,  and  ran 
into  the  garden,  both  palms  against  her  burning 
cheeks. 

Night    is   the  great   necromancer,  and   .strange 
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are  the  fabrics  lie  weaves;  he  lays  queer  spells; 
breathes  so  eerie  an  intoxication  through  the  dusk ; 
he  can  cast  such  glamours  about  a  voice!  He  is 
the  very  king  of  fairyland. 

Miss  Betty  began  to  walk  rapidly  up  and  down 
the  garden  paths,  her  head  bent  and  her  hands  still 
pressed  to  her  cheeks ;  now  and  then  an  unconscious 
exclamation  burst  from  her,  incolierent,  more  like 
a  gasp  than  a  word.  A  long  time  she  paced  the 
vigil  with  her  stirring  heart,  her  skirts  sweeping 
the  dew  from  the  leaning  flowers.  Ilcr  lips  moved 
often,  but  only  the  confused,  vehement  *'  Oh,  oh!  " 
came  from  them,  until  at  last  she  paused  in  the 
middle  of  the  garden,  away  from  the  trees,  where 
all  was  open  to  the  sparkling  firmament,  and  ex- 
tended her  arms  over  her  head. 

"  O,  strange  teacher,"  she  said  aloud,  "  I  take 
your  beautiful  stars!  I  shall  know  how  to  learn 
from  them ! " 

She  gazed  steadily  upward,  enrapt,  licr  eyes  re- 
splendent with  their  own  starlight. 

"  Oh,  stars,  stars,  stars ! "  she  whispered. 

In  the  teeth  of  all  wizardry.  Night's  spells  do 
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pass  at  sunrise ;  marvellous  poems  sink  to  doggerel, 
mighty  dreams  to  blown  ashes  and  solids  regain 
weight.  Miss  Betty,  waking  at  daybreak,  saw  the 
motes  dancing  in  the  sun  at  her  window,  and 
watched  them  with  a  placid,  unremembcring  eye. 
She  began  to  stare  at  them  in  a  puzzled  way,  while 
a  look  of  wonder  slowly  spread  over  her  face.  Sud- 
denly she  sat  upright,  as  though  something  had 
startled  her.  Her  fingers  clenched  tightly. 
"  Ah,  if  that  was  playing !  " 
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CHAPTER  VIII 
A  Talc  of  a  Political  Difference 

MR.  CAREWE  was  already  at  the  break- 
fast-table, but  the  light  of  his  countenance, 
hidden  behind  the  Rouen  Journal,  was 
not  vouchsafed  to  his  daughter  when  she  took  her 
place  opposite  him,  nor  did  he  see  fit  to  return  her 
morning  greeting,  from  which  she  generously  con- 
cluded that  the  burning  of  the  two  warehouses  had 
meant  a  severe  loss  to  him. 

"  I  am  so  sorry,  father,"  she  said  gently.  (  She 
had  not  called  him  "  papa  "  since  the  morning  after 
her  ball. )  "  I  hope  it  isn't  to  be  a  great  trouble  to 
you."  There  was  no  response,  and,  after  waiting 
for  some  time,  she  spoke  again,  rather  tremu- 
lously, yet  not  timidly:    "  Father?  " 

He  rose,  and  upon  his  brow  were  marked  the 
blackest  lines  of  anger  she  had  ever  seen,  so  that 
the  leaned  back  from  him,  startled;  but  he  tlu-ew 
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down  the  open  paper  before  her  on  the  table,  ai 
struck  it  with  his  clenched  fist. 

"  Read  that !  "  he  said.  And  he  stood  over  h 
while  she  read. 

There  were  some  grandiloquent  headlines :  "  Mi 
Elizabeth  Carewe  an  Angel  of  Mercy !  Churniiri 
Belle  Saves  the  Lives  of  Five  Prominent  Citizen 
Her  Presence  of  Mind  Prevents  Conflagration  fro 
Wiping  Out  the  City !  "  It  may  be  r-^tcd  that  Wi 
Cunmiings,  editor  and  proprietor  of  the  Journa 
had  written  these  tributes,  as  well  as  the  whole  ai 
count  of  the  evening's  transactions,  and  ]Miss  Bett 
loomed  as  large  in  Will's  narrative  as  in  his  goo 
and  lovelorn  heart.  There  was  very  little  concen 
ing  the  fire  in  the  Journal;  it  was  nearly  all  aboi: 
Betty.  That  is  one  of  the  misfortunes  which  pui 
sue  a  lady  who  allows  an  editor  to  fall  in  lov 
witli  her. 

However,  there  was  a  scant  mention  of  the  ai 
rival  of  the  Volunteers  "  upon  the  scene  "  (thoug 
none  at  all  at  the  cause  of  their  delay)  and  an  elo 
quent  paragraph  was  devoted  to  their  handsome  ap 
pearance,  Mr.  Cummings  having  been  one  of  thos 
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who  insisted  tliut  the  new  uniforms  should  be  worn. 
"  Soon,"  sjiid  the  Journal,  "  through  the  daring  of 
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tlie  Chief  of  the  Depurtnient,  and  the  Captain  of 
the  lIook-and-Ladder  Coni])any,  one  of  wlioni 
placed  and  mounted  the  grap])ling-ladder,  over 
which  he  was  innnediately  followed  hy  the  other 
carrying  the  hose,  a  stream  was  sent  to  {)lay  upon 
the  devouring  element,  a  feat  of  derring-do  per- 
sonally witnessed  hy  a  majority  of  our  readers.  Mr. 
A'anrevel  and  ]\Ir.  (Jray  were  joined  by  Eugene 
Madrillon,  Tappingham  Marsh,  and  the  editor  of 
this  paper,  after  which  occurred  the  unfortunate 
accident  to  the  long  ladder,  leaving  the  five  named 
gentlemen  in  their  terrible  predicament,  face  to 
fucc  with  death  in  its  most  awful  form.  At  this 
frightful  moment  " — and  all  the  rest  Avas  about 
Miss  Carewe. 

As  Will  himself  admitted,  lie  had  "  laid  himself 
cut  on  that  description."  One  paragraph  was 
composed  of  short  sentences,  each  beginning  with 
the  word  "  alone."  "  Alone  she  entered  the  shat- 
tered door !  Alone  she  set  foot  upon  the  fir- 1  flight 
of  stairs !     Alone  she  ascended  the  second  !     Alone 
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she  mounted  the  third.  Alone  she  lifted  her  hand 
to  the  trii]) !  Alone  she  ojjened  it !  "  She  was  de- 
clared to  have  made  her  aj)pearance  to  the  unfortu- 
nate prisoners  on  the  roof,  even  as  "  the  palm- 
laden  dove  to  the  despairing  Noah,"  and  Will  also 
asserted  repeatedly  that  she  was  the  "  Heroine  of 
the  Hour." 

Miss  Betty  blushed  to  sec  her  name  so  blazoned 
forth  in  print ;  but  she  lacked  one  kind  of  vanity, 
and  failed  to  find  good  reason  for  more  than  a 
somewhat  troubled  laughter,  the  writer's  purpose 
was  so  manifestly   kind   in  spite  of   the  bizarre 

result. 

"Oh,  I  wish  Mr.  Cummings  hadn't!"  she  ex- 
claimed. "  It  would  have  been  better  not  to  speak 
of  me  at  all,  of  course ;  but  I  can't  see  that  there  is 
anything  to  resent — it  is  so  funny !  " 

"  Funny  !  "  Mr.  Carewe  repeated  the  word  in 
a  cracked  falsetto,  with  the  evident  intention  of 
mocking  her,  and  at  the  same  time  hideously  con- 
torted his  face  into  a  grotesque  idiocy  of  expres- 
sion, pursing  his  lips  so  extremely,  and  setting 
liis  brows  so  awry,  that  his  ither  features  were  car- 
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ricd  out  of  all  familiur  likciicss,  effecting  an  altera- 
tion as  shocking  to  beiiold,  in  a  man  of  his  severe 
cast  of  countenance,  as  was  his  falsetto  mimicry  to 
hear.  She  rose  in  a  kind  of  terror,  perceiving  that 
this  contortion  was  produced  in  burlescjue  of  her  own 
expression,  and,  as  he  pressed  nearer  her,  stejjpcd 
back,  overturning  her  chair.  She  had  little  recol- 
lection of  her  father  during  her  chiltlhood ;  and  as 

long  as  she  could  remember,  no  one  had  spoken  to 

her  angrily,  or  even  roughly. 

As  she  retreated  from  him,  he  leaned  forward, 

thrusting  the  hideous  mask  closer  to  her  white  and 

horror-stricken  face. 

"  You  can't  see  anything  to  resent  in  that !  "  he 

gibbered.    "  It's  so  funny,  is  it?    Funny!    Funny! 

I'unny !     I'll  show  you  whether  it's  funny  or  not, 

I'll  show  you !  "     His  voice  rose  almost  to  a  shriek. 

"  You  hang  around  fires,  do  you,  on  the  public 

streets  at  night?    You're  a  nice  one  for  nic  to  leave 

in  charge  of  my  house  while  I'm  away,  you  trollop ! 

What  did  you  mean  by  going  up  on  that  roof? 

Y^ou  knew  that  danmed  Vunrevel  was  there!    You 

did,  I  say,  you  knew  it !  " 
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She  run  toward  tlu-  door  with  u  friKhlciud  cry; 
but  ho  Kot  bctw«rii  it  iiiid  !i>r,  imimciiij,'  her  witli 
his  upniisi'd  oiun  hands,  shukiiif;  Ihiin  over  h.  r. 

"Yon'ro   ii    h)vtly   (hiuKli»'«-»  'H*^"''    V""'-"   l'<^ 
shoutid  hoursily.     "  Vou  kiuw  pcrlVitly  well  who 
WHS  on  that  roof,  and  you  went !     Didn't  you  go? 
Answer  n.e  that!     If  I'd  had  arms  about  me  when 
I  got  there,  I'd  have  shot  that  man  dead !     He  was 
on  my  property,  giving  orders,  the  blaek  hound! 
And  when  I  ordered  him  out,  he  told  me  if  I  inter- 
fered with  his  work  before  it  was  finished,  he'd  have 
me  thrown  out— wc  that  owned  the  whole  place; 
and  there  wasn't  a  man  that  would  lend  me  a  ])ist()l ! 
'  Rescue ! '    You'd  better  rescue  him  from  me,  you 
palm-hulen  dove,  for  I'll  shoot  him,  I  will!     I'll 
kill  that  dog ;  and  he  knows  it.     He  can  bluster  in  a 

crowd,  but  he'll  hide  now  !  He's  a  coward  and    " 

"  He  came  home  with  mc ;  he  brought  me  home 
last   night ! "     Her  voice   rang  out   in   the   room  . 
like  that   of  some  other  person,  and  she  hardly 
knew  that  it  was  herself  who  spoke. 

"  You   lie ! "   he  screanixl,   and   fell   back   from 
her,  his  face  working  as  though  under  the  domi- 
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A  Tale  of  a  Political  Difference 
nuncc  of  some  |)liysioul  disonlor,  the  flislj  of  it  plas- 
tic l)( yoiul  coiiciplioii,  so  that  she  cried  out  and  cov- 
ered her  fiice  with  her  arm.  "  You  lie!  I  saw  you 
at  the  hed^e  with  Crailey  dray,  though  you 
thought  I  didn't.  What  do  you  want  to  he  like 
that  for?  Vanrevel  didn't  even  speak  to  you.  I 
asked  Madrillon.    You  lie!" 

He  choked  upon  the  words;  a  racking  cough 
shook  Jiiin  from  head  to  foot;  he  staggered 
hack  and  dropped  upon  her  overturned  chair,  his 
arms  heating  the  tahle  in  front  of  him,  his 
head  jerking  spasmodically  hack  ward  and  forward 
as  he  gasped  for  hreath. 

"  King  the  hell,"  he  panted  thickly,  with  an  in- 
coherent gesture.     "  Nelson  knows.     Ring!" 

Nelson  evidently  knew.  He  hrought  hrandy  and 
water  from  the  sidehoard  with  no  stinting  hand, 
and  within  ten  minutes  Mr.  Carewc  was  in  his  ac- 
customed seat,  competent  to  finish  his  breakfast. 
In  solitude,  liowevcr,  he  sat,  and  no  one  guessed 
his  thoughts. 

For  ^liss  Betty  had  fled  to  her  own  room,  and 
liad  bolted  the  door.      She  lay  upon  the  bed,  shud- 
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(lirinj;  luid  shivii  iii/f  with  niiusc  ;i  .iiid  cold,  IIioukU 
till'  iluy  WHS  wiinii.  'I'luii,  liki  a  hot  puiii  in  lar 
bn.ist,  caiiu'  .-i  lioiiu^ickruss  I'or  St.  Mary's,  and 
ilif  flood-tido  of  tiars,  a>  slir  tliou^dit  oi"  the  (luiit 
convent  in  tin-  sunvliinc  over  to  tlii'  wist,  tin-  ir-ucc 
of  it,  and  tho  goodiut'S  of  ivtTvl>od>'  thoro. 

"Sister  Cecilia!"       H»  r  shoulders   shook    with 
the  great   soh  that,   foilimcd  this   name,  dearest   to 
Iier  in  the  world,  eonvulsivily  whi-^pered  to  the  |)il- 
low.    "  Dear  Sister  ("eeilia!  "    She  patted  the  white 
])illow    with  her  hand,  as   thou^di  it   were  the  rool 
cheek  against  whieh  she  yearind  to  lay  her  own. 
"Ah,    yoH     would     know— you     would     know!" 
With  the  thought   of  the  serene  face  of  the  good 
Sister,  and  of  tiie  kind  arms  that  would  have  gone 
round  her  in  Ik  r  tnmhle,  her  sohhing  grew  loud 
and  uncontrollahli'.      But  she  would  not  have  her 
father  hear  it,  and  Imried  her  face  deep  in  the  pil- 
low.    Aftir   a   time,   she   began   to  grow   quieter, 
turned,  and  lay  with  wet  eyes  staring  unseeingly 
at  the  wall,  her  underlip  quivering  with  the  deep 
intake  of  each  broken  sigh. 

"  Oh,  stars,  stars,  stars !  "  she  whisi)ered. 
[Hit] 
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"  Mis>\  .' "  TIk  re  r/iiiif  ii  soft  knock  ujioii 
the  <l(>()r  iiiid  the  clink  ui'  silver  upon  (.liiiiii. 
".MisNV?" 

"Wlwit   is  if?" 

So  (jiilck  was  Miss  Rcfty  Hiat,  alHimi^li  she 
answered  almost  at  once,  the  tears  were  waslied 
nwuVi  iiiul  slu'  was  [jussin^  a  cool,  wet  towil  ovc  r 
her  eves  at  the  moment  she  spoke. 

"  Jass  me.     I  hninif  yo'  hreakf'as',  honey." 

Old  N<'lson*s  voice  was  always  low  atid  f^enHc, 
with  a  (jiiaver  and  lusitancy  in  the  utterance;  now 
it  was  tender  and  comforting  with  the  comprehen- 
sion of  one  in  siiff'erinff,  the  oxtraoidinarv  tact, 
which  tlie  old  of  his  race  nearly  all  come  to  j)os- 
sess.  "  Li"l  chicki  n  wiiif^  on  piece  hrown  toast, 
honey." 

When  she  op( m d  the  door  he  came  in,  lundinrj 
ftttentively  over  his  tray,  and,  without  ;i  glance 
toward  his  youn^  mistress,  made  some  show  of  fu->s 
and  bustle,  as  he  placed  it  upon  a  tnlili'  near  the 
window  and  drew  up  a  chair  for  her  so  that  she 
could  sit  with  her  hack  to  the  li^ht. 

"  Dah  now!"  he  exclainu'd  softly,  removinj^  the 
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white  napkin  iind  (lisj)liiyinf;  other  dainties  besides 
the  chicken  winjf.  "  Dass  do  way !  Dat  ole  ^laniie 
in  dc  kitchen,  she  got  her  failin's  an'  her  grievin' 
sins;  but  de  way  she  do  lian'le  chicken  an'  biscuit 
Kutney  ain't  none  on  'em!  She  plead  fo'  me  to 
ax  you  how  you  hke  dem  biscuit." 

He  kept  liis  liead  bent  low  over  the  table,  setting 
a  fork  closer  to  Betty's  hand ;  arranging  the  })lates, 
then  rearranging  them,  but  never  turning  his  eyes 
in  her  direction. 

"Dat  ole  Mamie  mighty  vain,  yessuh !  "  He 
suffered  a  very  quiet  chuckle  to  escape  him. 
"  She  did  most  sutney  'sist  dat  I  ax  you  ain't  you 
like  dem  biscuit.  Slie  de  ve'y  values'  woman  in  dis 
State,  dat  ole  Mamie,  yessuh!  "  And  now  he  cast 
one  quick  glance  out  of  the  corner  of  liis  eye  at 
IVIiss  Betty,  before  venturing  a  louder  chuckle. 
"  She  reckon  dem  biscuit  goin'  git  her  by  Sain' 
IVtuh  when  she  'proach  de  hevumly  gates!  Uhuh! 
I  tell  her  she  got  git  redemption  fo'  de  aigs  she 
done  ruin  dese  many  yeahs ;  'case  she  as  useless  wid 
an  ommelick  as  a  two-day  calf  on  de  slick  ice!" 
Here  he  lauglud  loud  and  long.     "  You  jass  go 
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and  tulk  \\'u\  dat  Mamu',  .some  day,  Missy ;  you'll 
sec  how  vain  dat  woman  is." 

"Has  father  gone  out,  Nelson?"  asked  Belty 
in  IX  low  voice. 

"  Yes'm ;  he  up  town."  The  old  man's  tone  sank 
at  once  to  the  level  ot"  her  own  ;  hecame  contidential, 
as  one  speaks  to  another  in  a  room  where  somebody 
is  ill.  "  He  mekkin'  jurpetration  to  go  down  de 
rivuh  (lis  aft'noon.  He  say  he  done  broke  de  news 
to  you  dat  he  goin'  'way.  l)ey  goin'  biiil'  dem 
wn'housf  right  up,  an'  yo'  pa  he  necistate  go  'wjiy 
'count  <le  contrack.  He  be  gone  two  week',  honey," 
Nelson  finished,  without  too  nmch  the  air  of  im- 
parting cheery  tidings,  but  with  just  enough. 

"  I  am  to  stay  here  alone?  " 

"Law  no,  Missy!  Dat  big  Miz  Tanberry,  dass 
de  l)es'  frien'  we  all  got,  slie  home  ag'in,  an'  yo' 
})a  goin'  invite  her  visit  at  de  house,  whiles  he  gone, 
an'  to  stay  a  mont'  aftuli  he  git  back,  too,  so/e 
she  kin  go  to  all  de  doin's  an'  junketin's  wid  you, 
and  talk  wid  de  young  mens  dat  you  don'  like 
whiles  you  talks  wid  dem  you  does  like." 

"What  time  will  father  come  home?" 
[137] 
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"Home?     IIo  bo  ^ono  two  week',  honoy  !  " 

"  No ;  I  mojin  to-day." 

"  Lhw!  He  fiin'  coiuin'  back.  Bid  me  pack  de 
trunk  an'  ca'v  um  down  to  de  lioat  at  noon.  Den 
be  bid  me  .say  far'-ye-well  an'  a  kine  good-bye  fo' 
biin,  boney.  'Say  be  tbink  you  ain't  feebn'  too 
well,  soze  be  won't  'sturb  ye,  bisself,  an'  dat  he 
unestly  do  bope  you  j;oin'  bave  splen'id  time  wliiles 
be  trabbbn'."  (Nelson's  iinaffination  covered 
many  deficit.s  in  bis  master's  courtesy.)  "Say  be 
reckon  you  an'  ole  Miz  Tanberry  f^oin'  git  'long 
migbty  nice  wid  one'iiurr.  An'  dass  wbat  me  an' 
Mamie  reckon  'sj)ecbually  boun'  to  take  place, 
'case  dat  a  migbty  gay  lady,  dat  big  .Miz  Tan- 
berry,  an'  ole  frien'  'er  owab  I'ambly.  Sbe  'uz  a 
frien'  er  yo'  monnna's,  boney." 

Miss  Betty  bad  begun  by  making  a  pretence 
to  eat,  only  to  j)lease  tbc  old  man,  but  tbe  vain 
woman's  cookery  bad  been  not  unduly  extolled,  and 
Nelson  laugbed  witb  pleasure  to  sec  tbc  fluffy  bis- 
cuits and  tbe  cbickcn  wing  not  nibbled  at  but  act- 
ually eaten.  Tbis  was  a  bealtby  young  lady,  be 
tbougbt,  one  wbo  would  do  tbe  bousebold  credit 
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and  justify  tlic  cxtnivagdiit  pride  which  kitchen 
and  stable  already  had  in  her.  lie  was  an  old 
house-servant,  therefore  he  had  seen  many  young 
ladies  go  through  unhappy  hours,  and  he  admired 
Miss  Betty  the  more  because  she  was  the  first  who 
had  indulged  in  strong  weeping  and  did  not  snuffle 
at  intervals  afterward.  lie  understood  perfectly 
everything  that  had  passed  between  father  and 
daughter  that  morning. 

When  her  breakfast  was  finished,  she  turned 
slowly  to  the  window,  and,  while  her  eyes  did  not 
refill,  a  slight  twitching  of  the  upper  lids  made  him 
believe  that  she  was  goiiig  over  the  whole  scene 
again  in  her  mind;  whereupon  he  began  to  move 
briskly  about  the  room  with  a  busy  air,  picking 
up  her  napkin,  dusting  a  diair  with  his  hand,  ex- 
changing the  position  of  the  andirons  in  the  fire- 
place; and,  ajjparently  discovering  tliiit  the  por- 
trait of  Georges  Meilhac  was  out  of  line,  lie  set  it 
awry,  then  straight  again,  the  while  he  hummed  an 
old  "  s{)iritual  "  of  which  only  the  words  "Chain 
de  Lion  Down  "  were  allowed  to  be  (juite  audible. 
They  were  repeated  often,  and  at  each  repetition 
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of  thoiu  lie  sccimd  profoundly,  tliou;j;1i  decorously, 
ftinused,  in  a  way  which  nii^ht  have  led  to  ii  con- 
jecture that  the  refrain  bore  some  distant  refer- 
ence to  his  master's  eccentricity  of  temper.  At 
first  he  chuckled  softly,  but  at  the  final  iteration  of 
"  Chain  de  Lion  Down  "  burst  into  outright  lau<^li- 

ter. 

"Honey,  my  Law!"  he  exclaimed,  ''But  yo' 
pa  de  'ceivin'dest  man!  He  mif^hty  proud  er 
you !  " 

'*  Troud  of  me!  "  Slie  turned  to  him  in  astonish- 
ment. 

Nelson's  laughter  increasetl.  '"  Hain't  he  jass 
de  'ceivin'dest  man !  Yessuh,  he  de  sot-uppest  man 
in  dis  town  'count  what  you  done  last  night.  What 
he  say  dis  niawn',  dat  jass  his  u-nij!  " 

"  Ah,  no!  "  said  Miss  Betty,  sadly. 

"  Ves'm!  He  proud  er  ijoit,  but  he  teahbul  mad 
at  ilat  man.  He  hain't  mad  at  you,  but  he  gotter 
cuss  somcbodif!  Jass  reach  out  fo'  de  nighes'  he 
kin  lay  ban's  on,  an'  dis  niawn'  it  happen  so/e  it 
were  you,  honey.  Uhuh!  You  oughter  hearri  lilm 
las'  nitrht  when  he  come  home.     Den  it  were  me. 
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Bless  God,   I  ain't  kccrin'.     lie   weren't  mad  at 
nie,  no  nio'n'  he  were  at  you.     He  jass  mad!  " 

Miss  Betty  looked  at  the  old  fellow  keenly.  lie 
remained,  however,  apparently  unconscious  of  lier 
scrutiny,  and  occupied  himself  with  preparations 
for  removing  tlie  tray. 

"  Nelson,  what  is  the  quarrel  hetween  my  father 
and  Mr.  Vannvel?" 

He  had  lifted  the  tray,  but  sot  it  down  precij)i- 
tatcly,  hendinf?  upon  her  a  surprised  and  sobered 
countenance. 

"  Missy,"  he  said,  gravely,  "  Dey  big  trouble 
'twix'  dem  two." 

"  I  know,"  she  returned  quietly.  "  What  is 
it.?  " 

"  Wha'  f o'  you  ax  me.  Missy  ?  " 

"  Because  you're  the  only  one  I  can  ask.  I 
tlon't  know  anyone  here  well  enough,  except 
you." 

Nelson's  lips  puckere<l  solemnly.  "  Mist'  Van- 
revel  vote  Whig;  but  he  ng'in  Texas." 

"Well,  what  if  he  is?" 

"  Yo'  pa  mighty  strong  fo'  Texas." 
[Ul] 
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"Isthntall?" 

"  Xo'ni,  (lilt  ain't  hanlly  do  Hcpfinnin*.     Mist* 
Vanrcvi'l  he  a  Ab'litionist." 

"  Well?     Won't  you  toll  nic?  " 

*'  Honey,  folks  roun'  lu-ali  nios'  on  'cm  like  Mist' 
Vanrovel  so  well  (ley  ain't  hole  it  up  ag'in'  him — 
but,  MissA',  ef  (ley  one  thing  toi)per  God's  worl' 
yo'  pa  do  desp'itly  and  contestahly  despise,  hate, 
cuss,  an'  outrajreously  'honiinatc  wuss'n'  a  yaller 
Au^ist  s))iduh  it  are  a  Ab'litionist!  He  want 
stoniplo  'cm  eve'y  las'  one  under  he  bo()t-heel,  'cep'n 
dat  one  IMist'  Crailey  Gray.  Dey's  a  considabul 
sprinklin'  er  dem  Ab'litionists  'bout  de  kentry, 
honey ;  dey's  mo'  dat  don'  know  w'ieh  (ley  is ;  an' 
dey's  mo'  still  dat  don'  keer.  Soze  dat  why  dey  ^o 
ffit  up  a  quo'l  twix'  yo'  pa  an'  dat  man ;  an'  'range 
to  have  'or  on  a  platfawin,  de  yeah  'fo'  de  las' 
campaign  ;  an',  sub,  dey  call  de  (juo'l  a  r/t-batc;  an' 
all  de  folks  come  in  f'um  do  kentry,  an'  all  de  folks 
in  town  come,  too.  De  whole  possetucky  on  'em 
sit  an'  listen. 

"  Fus'  yo'  j)a  talk  ;  den  Mist'  Vanrevel,  bofe  on 
'cm  mighty  cole  an'  civilized.  Den  yo'  pa  git  wo'm 

[  H.!  ] 


J 


^ 


A  Talc  of  a  Polilirnl  Difference 
up,  ]\Iissy,  like  lio  do,  Vasp  he  so  usotor  h.avc  his 
own  wjiy ;  'tiiin't  his  fault,  he  jass  oain't  help  hol- 
Icrin'  an'  cussin'  if  anyhody  'pose  him;  hut.  Mist' 
Vanrevel  he  jass  as  suvvi^e,  but  he  stay  coh  ,  w'ich 
make  yo'  pa  all  <le  hotter.  He  holler  mighty  strong, 
Missy,  an'  some  de  back  ranks  'jrun  snickerin'  at 
him.  IJhuh  !  He  fa'r  jump,  lie  did  ;  an'  den  bimc- 
by  Mist.'  ^'anrovel  he  say  dat  no  man  ou^hter  be 
piven  de  pilverige  to  sell  another,  ner  to  wollop  him 
wid  a  blaeksnake,  whether  he  'buse  dat  pilveri^e  er 
not.  '  My  honabul  'ponent,'  s's  he,  '  Mist'  (  arewe, 
rep'sent,  in  hisseif  «le  'ri.stocratic  slave-ownin'  class 
cr  de  Souf,  do'  he  live  in  de  Nawf  an'  'ploy  free 
labor;  yit  it  sca'sely  to  be  b'lieve  dat  any  vr  you 
would  willin'ly  trus'  him  wid  de  powah  er  life  an' 
death  ovah  yo'  own  cliillun,  w'ich  is  virchously  what 
de  slave-ownah  ji'sess.' 

"Missy,  you  jass  ouffhter  see  yo'  pa  den!  He 
blue  in  de  face  an'  dance  de  quadrille  on  de  boa'ds. 
He  leave  his  cha'h,  j^it  up,  an'  run  'cross  to  de 
odder  side  de  platfawm,  an'  shake  he  fis'  ovah  dat 
man's  head,  an'  screech  out  how  it  all  lies  dat  do 
slaves  evuh  'ceivc  sich  a  treatments.    '  Dat  all  lies, 
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you  pu'juh!'  he  holler.  'AH  lies,  you  nilsahul 
thief,'  he  holler.  *  All  lies,  an'  you  know  it,  you 
low-bawn  slandiih'  an'  scoun'lc! ' 

"  An'  wid  (lat  Mist'  Vanrevcl,  he  lafF  in  yo'  pa 
face,  an'  tulin  to  de  crowd,  he  did,  an'  say :  '  You 
reckon  dat  if  dish  yuh  man  a  slavc-ownah,  an'  a 
slave  had  annulled  him  as  I  have  anguhed  him  to- 
night, docs  any  er  you  b'licve  dat  dat  slave  wouldn' 
be  tied  up  an'  whipped  tell  de  blood  run,  an'  den 
sole  down  de  rivuh  to-morrer?' 

"  Well,  suh,  'co'sc  nios'  on  'em  hTicve  same  as  yo' 
pa;  but  dat  sutney  fotch  'em,  an'  win  dc  Jf-bate, 
'case  dey  jass  natchully  lay  back  an'  roah,  dey  did, 
Missy ;  dey  lafF  an'  stomp  an'  holler  tell  you  could 
a  hearn  'em  a  mild  away.  An'  honey,  yo'  pa'd  a 
millyum  times  druther  Mist'  Vanrevel'd  a  kilt  him 
dun  tuhn  de  laff  on  him.  He'd  shoot  a  man,  honey, 
of  he  jass  s'j)icion  him  to  grin  out  de  cornder  his 
eye  at  him;  an'  to  stan'  up  dah  wid  de  whole 
county  fa'r  roaliiii'  at  hin\— it's  de  (iod's  mussy  he 
diJ'n  have  no  ahnis  wid  liini,  dat  night!  Ole  Mist' 
Chiiritli  done  brung  liiiu  home,  an'  yo'  pa  reach 
out  an'  kick  me  squah'   out'n'  de  liberry  winder 
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Boon's  ho  ketch  sight  cr  me!"  They  old  man's 
gruvity  gave  way  to  his  enjoyment  of  tlic  recol- 
lection, and  he  threw  back  his  head  to  laugh.  "  He 
sho'  did,  honey !  Uhuh !  IIo,  ho,  ho !  lie  sho'  did, 
honey,  he  sho'  did !  " 

Nevertheless,  as  he  lifted  the  tray  again  and 
crossed  the  room  to  go,  his  solemnity  returned. 
*'  ^lissy,"  he  said  earnestly',  "  ef  dat  young  gelmun 
fall  in  love  wid  you,  w'ich  I  knows  he  will  of  he 
ketch  sight  er  you,  lemnie  say  dis,  an'  please  fo' 
to  ha'h  in  mine:  better  have  nuttin'  do  wid  him 
'tall,  fo'  he  own  sake;  an'  'hove  all,  keep  him  fur 
'way  Turn  dese  p'eniises.  Don'  let  him  come  in  a 
mild  er  dis  house." 

"  Nelson,  was  that  all  the  quarrel  between 
them?" 

"  Blessed  Mussy !  ain'  dat  'nough  ?  Ef  dey's 
any  mo'  I  ain'  beam  what  dat  part  were,"  he  an- 
swered quickly,  but  with  a  dogged  tightening  of 
the  lips  which  convinced  Miss  Betty  that  he  knew 
very  well. 

"  Nelson,  what  was  the  rest  of  it?  " 

"Please,  Missy,  I  got  pack  yo'  pa  tnmk;  an' 
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it  tinii',  lon^  ii^o,  fVr  iiu'  to  bo  at  my  wu'k."     He 
WHS  half  out  of  tlio  door. 

"  What  was  the  rest  of  it?  "  slic  npoatrd  (luictly. 

"  Now,  honoy,"  i\c  rcturnrd  with  n  dcpncatory 
shake  of  his  luad,  "  I  ^ot  my  own  wu'k  'tend  to; 
an'  I  ain't  mvah  ax  nohtMiy  wliat  'twas,  an'  I 
ain't  ^oin'  ax  'em.  An'  lennne  jass  hejj  you  f tiller 
de  ole  man's  advice:  you  do  de  same,  'case  nolMuly 
ain't  ^oiii'  till  you.  All  I  know  is  dat  it  come 
later  and  were  somep'n  'bout  dat  riprarin  Crailey 
(iray.  Vo'  pa  he  sent  a  channel^e  to  Mist'  Van- 
revel,  an'  Mist'  Vanrevel  'fuse  to  ti^ht  him  'case 
he  say  he  don'  b'lieve  shootin'  yo'  pa  ^oiii'  do  yo' 
pa  any  K""*^  '^"'  ''^'  **^'"  W^  hope  mekkin'  ffood 
citizen  outer  him.  Dat  brung  de  latf  on  yo'  pa 
ag'in;  an'  he  'dare  to  God  ef  he  ketch  Vanrevel 
on  any  groun'  or  hisn  he  shoot  him  like  a  mad  dog. 
Ton  my  livin'  soul  he  mean  dcm  wuds,  Missy  !  Dey 
had  hard  'nough  time  lis'  night  kcepin'  him  fum 
tealiin'  dat  man  to  pieces  at  de  fiah.  Vou  mus' 
keep  dat  young  gelmun  'w  ay  fum  heah !  " 

"  He  came  home  w  ith  me  last  night,  Nelson ;  I 
told  father  so.'' 

[U6] 


A   'fall'  'tf  a  Pullt'util  Difference 

"  Vcs'm.  Yo'  pa  tolo  me  yaw  say  tiat,  but  ho 
rofkon  voii  done  it  to  iiu-k  him  nuuhlcr,  'ciisf 
you  mad,  too.  Wv  say  hi"  done  set-  dut  Crailey 
(Iray  comiir  Mon^  di'  hi'd^c  wid  you." 

"  lie  was  mistaken,  it  was  Mr.  Vanreveh" 

Nelson  rolled  his  eyes  fervently  to  heaven.  "  Den 
dat  youn^  man  run  pintedly  on  he  (Kath!  Ef  you 
want  keep  us  all  dis  side  er  de  .lawdan  Ilivuh,  don' 
let  him  set  foot  in  dis  nei^hl)oMi<M)d  when  yo'  pa 
tome  l),i<k  !  An',  lioney — "  his  voice  sank  to  a 
penetrating  whisper — '" 'fo'  I  do  a  liek  er  wu'k  I 
f^oin'  out  in  de  stable  an'  git  down  on  n>y  knees 
an'  retu'n  thanksgiving  to  dr  go«Ml  God  'case 
he  hole  Carewe  Street  in  tie  dahkness  las' 
night!" 

This  was  the  speech  he  chose  for  his  exit,  but, 
after  dosing  the  door  behind  him,  he  openetl  it 
again,  and  said,  cheerfully: 

"  Soon's  I  git  de  trunk  fix  V  yo'  pa,  I  bring 
'roun'  dat  bay  colt  wid  de  side  sadtlli .  You  better 
set  'bout  gilt  in'  on  yo'  ridin'-habit.  Missy.  De 
roads  is  mighty  good  dis  sunshiny  wedduh." 

"Nelson?" 
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The  'I'lio   Vanniila 

"  Vis'n,." 

"  Do  vou  think  such  iiii  attack  as  father  had  this 
ni()niiii<f  ~  is — (lan^iroiis?'  " 

He  had  hoped  for  another  chance  to  hin<;h  vio- 
lently before  he  kft  her,  and  tliis  completely  (itti'd 
his  desire.  "Ho,  ho,  ho!"  he  shouted.  "  No'ni, 
no,  no,  honey!  He  jass  git  so  mad  it  niek  him 
sick.  Vou  couKhr  kUI  dat  man  wid  a  l)road-a\, 
M 


issy  : 
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And  he  went  down  the  hall  leaving  the  reverber- 
ations of  his  hilarity  behind  him.  The  j)urpose  of 
his  visit  had  been  effected,  for,  when  Miss  Betty 
appeared  upon  the  horse-block  in  her  green  Iiabit 
and  gauntlets,  slie  was  sn\iling;  so  that  only  a 
woman — or  a  wise  old  man — could  have  guessed 
that  she  had  wept  bitterly  that  morning. 

She  cantered  out  to  the  flat,  open  could ry  to  the 
east,  where  she  found  soft  dirt-roads  that  were 
good  for  the  bay  colt's  feet,  and  she  reached  a 
cross-roiid  several  miUs  from  town  before  she 
was  ov(  rconie  by  the  conviction  that  she  was  a 
wicked  and  ungrateful  girl.  She  could  not  j)lace 
the  exact  sj)ot  of  her  guilt,  but  she  knew   it  was 
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A   Tall-  of  a  I'olit'uiil  Dilfiirmc 
tliiTf,   soiiirwlurr,   shu-v   slif   fVIt    luTsilf  ii  f^iiilty 

thinK- 

I'or  llic  pirliiic  wliirli  N»1m»ii  \uu\  dniwii  rose 
iH'forc  her:  tin-  oiu'  iiiiui  ^tuiidiii^  iilniu'  in  liis  ra^i> 
on  {ln'  pliitlnrin,  ovirwlulimd  l)v  lii-*  f.ilm  vomif^ 
ailvcrMiiv,  hiatiii  tiiid  iiiiulc  tlu'  htift  of  lau^lilir 
i\r  a  tliniisiiiid.  lUr  fiitlicr  liiul  Ixtii  in  tlu- 
w.'on^  in  tli.it  (innrrrl,  an<l  sctnuhow  slu-  was 
su.-e,  too,  In-  must  have  luiii  wroiij^  in  tlu-  "  pi  r- 
soiial  "  OIU",  as  wvW:  tlio  niystirious  <litticulty  over 
Fnnrhon's  Mr.  (Iray,  who  had  looked  sn  ashainrd 
last  night.  Wliat  tVud  could  thev  niakr  over  him, 
of  all  iMO|)lo  in  the  world?  lie  liM)ked  strong 
tnough  to  take  care  of  his  own  (juarrcls,  even  if 
lie  was  so  rigorously  bound  by  Fanehon's  apron- 
.string  wlieii  it  came  to  a  w«)rd  with  anotlur 
girl ! 

But  the  conclusion  tliat  lier  father  had  been  in 
error  did  not  lessen  the  pathetic  appeal  of  the  soli- 
tary figure  facing  the  ridicule  of  the  crowd.  She 
felt  that  he  always  honestly  believed  himself 
in  the  right;  she  knew  that  he  was  vain;  that 
he   had    an    almost    monstrous    conception   of   his 
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The  T-ii,}  VanrcveU 
dignity;    and,    miliziiiK    the    bitterness    of    that 
public  humiliation  which  he  had  undergone,  she 
understood     the    wrath,    the     unspeakable     pain 
and  sense  of  outrage,  which  must  have  possessed 

him. 

And  now  she  was  letting  him  go  forth  u[)on  a 
journey — his  way  beset  with  the  chances  of  illness 
and  accident — whence  he  might  never  return;  slie 
was  letting  him  go  without  seeing  him  again; 
letting  him  go  with  no  word  of  farewell  from  his 
daughter.  In  brief:  she  was  a  wickeil  girl.  She 
turned  the  colt's  head  abruj)fly  to  the  west  and 
touched  his  flanks  with  her  whip. 

So  it  fill  out  that  as  the  packet  foameii  its  pas- 
sage backward  from  C'arewe's  wharf  into  tlu'  cur- 
rent, the  owner  of  the  boat,  standing  \\\nn\  tiie  hur- 
ricane deck,  heard  a  cry  from  the  ^llore,  and  turned 
to  behold  his  daughter  dash  down  to  tlie  very  end 
of  the  wharf  on  the  well-lathered  colt.  Miss  Hetty's 
hair  was  blown  about  her  face;  her  cheeks  were 
rosy,  her  eager  eyes  spjirkling  from  more  than 
the  hard  riding. 

"  Papa  !  "  she  eried,  "  I'm  sorrij!  " 


♦    \r^j^ 


A  Title  of  a  Volitical  Difference 
She  loiinod  forwiinl  out  of  the  saddle,  extending 
her  iirnis  to  him  nppealingly  in  a  charming  gest- 
ure, and,  absolutely  ignoring  the  idlers  on  the 
wharf  and  the  passengers  on  the  steamer,  was 
singly  intent  upon  the  tall  figure  on  the  hur- 
ricane-deck.     "  Papa— good-by.      Tleasc  forgive 


me 


I " 


"  By  the  Almighty,  but  that's  a  fine  woman !  " 
said  the  captain  of  the  boat  to  a  passenger  from 
Rouen.     "  Is  she  his  daughter?  " 

"  riease  forgive  me ! "  the  clear  voice  c.-unc 
a^aiii,  with  its  (luaver  of  -  ntreaty,  across  the  wid- 
ening  water;  and  then,  as  Mr.  ("arewe  made  no 
sign,  by  w«)rd  or  movement,  of  hearing  her,  and 
stood  without  the  slightest  alteration  of  his  atti- 
tude, she  cried  to  him  once  more: 
"  Good-by ! '' 

The  paddle-wheels  reversed;  the  boat  swung 
down  the  river,  Mr.  Carewe  still  standing  immova- 
ble on  the  hurricane-deck,  while,  to  the  gaze  of 
those  on  the  steamer,  the  figure  on  the  bay  colt  at 
the  end  of  the  wharf  began  to  grow  smaller  and 
smaller.    She  was  waving  her  handkerchief  in  furc- 
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well,  and  tlicy  could  sec  tlic  little  wliitc  speck  in  the 
distance,  dimmer  und  dinnner,  yet  fluttering  still  as 
thoy  i)Hssed  out  of  sij-ht  round  the  bend  nearly 
three-quarters  of  a  mile  below. 
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CHAPTER  IX 

The  Rule  of  the  Re^n-nt 

BETTY  ncviT  f()r<rot  her  first  sijrht  of  the 
old  friend  of  Irt  fiiinlly.  Uiturniii^  with 
ji  siid  hiiirt,  slic  was  walking  the  colt  slowly 
throuj^h  the  curriaj^e-^iites,  wiieii  an  extravagantly 
stout  lady,  in  green  muslin  illustrated  with  Inige 
red  flowers,  eanie  out  U{M)n  tlic  porch  and  waved 
a  fat  arm  to  the  girl.  The  visitor  wore  a  ilark- 
green  turhan  and  a.  Cashmere  shawl,  while  the  ex- 
j)anse  of  her  skirts  was  nothing  short  of  magnifi- 
cent:  some  cathedral-dome  seemed  to  have  heen  mis- 
placed and  the  lady  dropjud  into  it.  Her  out- 
stretclud  hand  terrified  Betty:  how  was  she  to 
ap|)roach  near  enough  to  take  it.-* 

Mrs.   Tanherrv   was  ahout   sixty,  looked   forty. 
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parted  to  her  wliolo  clomiiiion  less,  iioil  that  by  at 
least  a  huiulred-wciKHt.  She  ballooned  out  to  the 
horse-block  with  a  billowy  rush  somewhere  between 
bounding  and  soaring;  and  Miss  Hetty  slid  down 
from  the  colt,  who  shied  violently,  to  find  herself 
enveloped,  in  spite  of  the  dome,  m  a  vast  surf  of 
green  and  red  muslin. 

"  My  charming  girl!  "  exclaimed  the  lady  vehe- 
mently, in  a  voice  of  such  husky  richness,  of  such 
merriment  and  unction  of  d.  li-ht,  that  it  fell  upon 
Miss  Betty's  car  with  more  of  the  (juality  of  sheer 
gayety  than  any  she  had  ev.r  heard.  ''  Beautiful 
child!     What  a  beautiful  child  you   ut  !  " 

She  kissed  the  girl  resoundingly  on  both  cheiks  : 
stepped  back  from  h.r  and  laugh.d.  and  clapped 
lur  fat  hands,  which  wcr-  cov.n.l  with  'lash- 
ing rings.  "Oh,  but  you  are  a  true  blue 
U,aut v  !  V(m"re  a  Princess  I  I  am  Mrs.  '['aiib.  rry, 
.lani'  Tanh.rry,  young  .lanie  TariiM  rry.  I 
;,u\,:;t  seen  you  since  you  were  a  baby  .iiid  voiir 
j)nttv  motlur  was  a  girl  like  us'  "' 

••  Vou  are  so  kind  to  come."  -u<l  U.tty  h.-itai- 
ingly.      "■  I  shall  try  to  be  very  ..iirdirii' ." 

[l.U] 


The  Rule  of  the  Regent 
"Obedioiil!"  Airs.  Tanbcrry  uttered  the  word 
with  Ji  shriek.  "  You'll  be  nothing  of  the  kind.  I 
am  tlie  light-niindedest  women  in  the  universe,  and 
anyone  who  obeyed  me  would  be  embroiled  in  ever- 
lasting trouble  every  second  in  the  day.  You'll 
find  that  /  am  the  one  that  needs  looking  after,  my 
charmer !  " 

She  tai)i)cd  Miss  Retty's  check  with  her  jew- 
elU'd  fingers  as  the  two  mounted  the  veranda 
steps.  "  It  will  be  worry  entnigh  for  you  to  ol)oy 
yourself;  a  body  sees  that  at  the  first  blush.  You 
have  conscience  in  your  forehead  and  rebellion  in 
your  chin.  Ha,  ha,  ha!"  Here  Mrs.  Tanberry 
sat  upon,  and  obliterated,  a  large  chair.  Miss  Ca- 
rcwc  taking  a  stool  at  her  knee. 

'•  People  of  our  age  oughtn't  to  be  bothered 
with  obeying :  there'll  be  time  enough  for  that 
when  we  g»'t  old  and  can't  enjoy  an/ythlng.      Ha, 


Mrs.  Tanberry  punctuated  her  observations  with 
short  volleys  of  husky  laughter,  so  abrupt  in 
both  discharge  and  cessation  that,  imtil  Miss 
IJetIv   became  accustomed   to  the   habit,  she    was 
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apt  to  start  slightly  at  i-aoh  salvo.  "  I  had  a  hus- 
band— once,"  tin-  lady  rcsuinod,  "  hut  only  once, 
my  friond!  lie  luid  ideas  like  your  father's — 
your  father  is  such  an  iuihccile! — and  he  thought 
that  wives,  sisters,  daughters,  and  such  like 
outlht  to  he  ohedient:  that  is,  the  rest  of  the 
world  was  wrong  unless  it  was  right ;  and 
rl-rJit  was  just  his  own  little,  teeny-squeeny  preju- 
dices and  emotions  dressed  up  for  a  crazy  mas- 
querade as  Facts.  Poor  man!  He  only  listed 
about  a  year!"  And  Mrs.  Tanberry  laughed 
heartily. 

"  They've  been  at  me  time  and  again  to  take  an- 
other." She  lowered  her  voice  and  leaned  toward 
Betty  confidentially.  "  Not  I !  I'd  be  willing  to 
engage  myself  to  Crailey  Gray  (though  Crailey 
hasn't  got  round  to  me  yet)  for  I  don't  mind  just 
being  engaged,  my  dear;  but  they'll  have  to 
invent  something  better  than  a  man  before  I 
miirrij  any  one  of  'em  again !  But  I  love  'em,  I  do, 
the  Charming  Billies!  And  you'll  see  liow  they 
follow  me!"  She  patted  the  girl's  shoulder,  her 
snijijl    eyes    beaming    (jiii/zically.       "  We'll    have 
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the  ^uyrst  house  in  Kouiri,  liuivhinl!  The 
youii^  iiHii  all  ^o  to  the  Hiirefiiul>',  hut  tin yMl 
come  here  now,  iind  we'll  h.ive  the  Hareauds 
aloii<;  with  'em.  I've  heen  away  a  loii;^  time, 
just  finished  uiipackinf^  yestirday  ni<fht  wlmi 
your  father  came  in  after  the  rtri' — Whoo! 
what  a  state  he  was  in  with  that  devilish  temper  of 
his!  Didn't  I  snap  him  up  when  he  asked  me  to 
come  and  stay  with  you?  I  la,  ha!  IM  have  come, 
even  if  you  hadn't  heen  heautiful;  hut  I  was  wild 
to  he  your  playmate,  for  I'd  heard  nothing  hut 
'Miss  Betty  Carewe,  Miss  Betty  Carewe'  from 
cveryhody  I  saw,  since  the  miiuite  my  staj^e  came 
in.  Vou  set  'em  all  mad  at  yovir  hall,  and  I  knew 
we'd  make  a  glorious  house-full,  you  and  I !  Some 
of  the  \affahonds  will  turn  uj)  this  very  evening, 
you'll  see  if  they  don't.  Ha,  ha!  The  way  they 
follow  me !  " 

Mrs.  Tanhcrry  was  Irrcsistihlc:  she  filled  the 
whole  j)lace  otherwise  than  hy  the  mire  material 
voluniinousness  of  her;  huhhling  over  with  froth  of 
nonsense  which  flew  through  the  house,  driven  hy 
her  energy,  like  sea-foam  on  a  spring  gale;  and 
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the  day,  so  discordantly  begun  for  Miss  Betty, 
griw  nmsinil  with  her  own  luuj^hter,  answer- 
ing? the  husky  staeeato  of  tlie  vivaeious  new- 
comer. Nelson  waited  upon  tlieni  at  table,  radiant, 
his  smile  like  the  keylM)ard  of  an  ebony  piano,  and 
his  disappearances  into  the  kitchen  were  arcoin- 
plished  by  means  j)f  a  surreptitious  double-shuttie, 
and  followed  by  the  cachinnating,'  echoes  of  the 
vain  Mamie's  reception  of  the  visitor's  sallies, 
which  Nelson  hastily  retailed  in  passing. 

Nor  was  Mrs.  Tanberry's  prediction  allowed  to 
go  unfulfilled  regarding  the  advent  of  those  per- 
sons whom  she  had  designated  as  vagabonds.  It 
may  have  been  out  of  deference  to  Mr.  Carcwe's 
sense  of  decorum  (or  from  a  cautious  regard  of 
what  he  was  liable  to  do  when  he  considered  that 
sense  outraged)  that  the  gallants  of  llouen  had 
placed  themselves  under  the  severe  restraint  of  al- 
lowing three  days  to  elapse  after  their  introduction 
to  Miss  Carcwc  before  they  "  paid  their  respects 
at  the  house;"  but,  be  that  as  it  may,  the  dictator 
was  now  safely  under  way  down  the  Rouen  River, 
and  Mrs.  Tanberry  reigned  in  his  stead.    Thus,  at 
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about  eight  o'clock  timt  evening,  the  two  ladies  sat 
in  the  library  engaged  in  conversation — thougli, 
for  the  sake  of  accuracy,  it  should  be  said  that 
Mrs.  Tanberry  was  engaged  in  conversation.  Miss 
Betty  in  giving  ear — wiieii  their  attention  w.is 
arrested  by  sounds  of  a  somewhat  imisical  nat- 
ure from  till'  lawn,  which  sounds  were  imme- 
diately identified  as  emanating  from  a  flut o  and 
violin. 

Mrs.  Tanbtrry  bounded  across  the  room  like  a 
public  building  caught  by  a  cyclone,  and,  dashing 
at  the  can<lles,  "  IJlow  'em  out,  blow  'em  out !  "  she 
exclaimed,  suiting  the  action  to  the  word  in  a  flus- 
ter of  excitement. 

"Why?"  asked  Miss  Carewe,  startled,  as  she 
rose  to  her  feet.  The  candles  were  out  before  the 
question. 

"  Why  !  "  repeated  the  merry,  husky  voice  in  the 
darkness.  "  My  goodness,  child  precious,  those 
vagabonds  arc  here !  To  think  of  your  never  hav- 
ing Ixen  serenaded  before  !  " 

She  drew  the  girl  to  the  window  and  pointed  to 
a  group  of  dim  figures  near  the  lilac  bushes.  *'  The 
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il.ur,  (liliglitfiil  v,in;,ih<)iuls!"  Aw  fliucklitl.  "I 
km  w  till  y'd  mm,!  It's  tlir  ImuiiI  it'iil  Tiippiiiglmm 
Marsh  willi  liis  fiddir,  tiiul  youiiK  •'*'♦'"  Uanaud 
with  his  riutf,  1111(1  '(It  lu-  Minlrilloii  ami  HttK'  Frank 
Cliiiiowith  hikI  tiiiii  Will  CuiiuninKs  to  siiijr.  Hark 
ti»  till'  rasrals  !  " 

It  is  jK-rfcctly  trutlil'ul  to  say  that  the  violin  and 
Hiitf  cxecutid  the  pn  lti<K',  and  tlun  tin-  trio 
soundrd  full  on  Hit'  iviiiiiif^  air,  thf  iiioiv  <ffVrtivi' 
chords  ohliK'i'f^ly  drawn  out  as  \in\\x,  as  tin-  broath 
in  t'lO  sin^irs  couM  hold  tlii'in,  in  order  to  allow 
the  two  fair  auditors  foiii|)lete  hinefit  of  the  har- 
mony. They  sanjr  "The  Harp  that  Once  Thro' 
'I'ara's  Halls,"  anil  followed  it  with  "  Lon^',  Loiif? 

"That,"  Mrs.  Tanherry  whispered,  between 
stifled  gusts  of  almost  uncontrollable  laughter,  "  is 
meant  for  just  me!  " 

"  7V//  im:  the  talcs  that  to  me  were  so  dear,"  en- 
treated the  trio. 

"  I  told  'em  plenty ! "  gurgled  the  enlivening 
willow.     "  And  I  expect  between  us  we  can  get  up 


some  more. 


[   "i"] 


Thi    Huh'  of  the  Itif^cHt 
**  AW  ifou  arc  come  mif  ^r'uf  ts  liiiitntd,"  tlioy 

"Tluy  iiic.iii  ynur  f.itlur  is  on  his  way  to  St. 
Louis,"  niiiuikul  Mrs.  Taiiln  rry. 

"  /<<'  mi'  fiinjil  tint/  91)  liiiiii  If,, II  hiirr  r'<»v7, 
L't  nil  I'lliin  tliiil  111,11  hii'i  11,1  i/iiii  hiriil, 
l.iiltij,  Inllil  II  •  I.  I,, III/  lli/,i." 

"  Appliiuil,  iii)j)Iiui<l!"  wliis|Hn<I  Mrs.  Tan- 
l«rrv,  (lUDiir.iHrJnn;  ilic  iniiistnis  h\  a  luarty  clajj- 
J'iri;^  of  liuiuls. 

Ihriiipoii  (livMiision  arose  aiiion^-  tlu'  «|uiiif(Hc, 
ovidinfly  a  dispute  in  repird  to  their  next  selec- 
tion: one  of  the  ^'entleinen  fippearin^'  more  than 
merely  to  su^'-rest  a  solo  hy  liimself,  while  the  oth- 
ers too  frankly  expressed  adverse  o{)ini(.ns  u|)on 
file  value  of  the  olFerin^r.  The  argument  heeamo 
heated,  and  in  spite  of  many  a  "  Sh  !  "  and  "  Not 
so  hiud!  "  the  ill-suppressed  yoiee  of  the  intending' 
soloist,  .Mr.  ("henoweth,  eould  he  heard  yehenuiilly 
to  exclaim:  "I  will!  I  learned  it  es,)eclally  for 
this  occasion.      I  will  sin^  it !  " 

His  determination,  patently,  was  not  to  be  balked 
without  pliyslcal  encounter,  consequently  he  was 
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The  Two  Vanrevds 
permitted  to  advance  some  paces  from  the  lilac 
bushes,  where  he  delivered  himself,  in  an  earnest 
and  plaintive  tenor,  of  the  following  morbid  in- 
structions, to  which  the  violin  played  an  obligate 
in  trcmulo,  so  execrable,  and  so  excruciatingly  dis- 
cordant, that  ^Ir.  Chcnoweth's  subsequent  charge 
that  it  was  done  with  a  deliberately  evil  intention 
could  never  be  successfully  opposed : 

"Gu!    Forget  me!     Wliy  should  Sorrow 
O'er  that  hroxo  a  shadow  fi'mg  i 
Oo  !  Forget  me,  and,  to-morrow. 
Brightly  smile  and  sweetly  sing  I 

Smile  !  tho"  I  may  not  he  near  thee; 
Smile !  tho'  I  may  never  see  thee  ; 
May  thy  soul  with  pleasure  shine 
Lasting  as  this  gloom  of  mine  I " 

Miss  Carewe  complied  at  once  with  the  re- 
quest; while  her  companion,  unable  to  stop  with 
the  slight  expression  of  pleasure  demanded  by  the 
songster,  threw  licrsolf  upon  a  sofa  and  gave  way 
to  the  mirth  that  consumed  her. 

Then  the  candles  were  relit,  the  sercnaders  in- 
vited within ;  Nelson  came  bearing  cake  and  wine, 
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and  the  house  was  made  merry.  Presently,  the 
romp,  Virginia  Barcaud,  making  her  appearance 
on  the  ann  of  General  Trumble,  Mrs.  Tanherry 
led  them  all  in  a  hearty  game  of  Blind-man's  Buff, 
followed  by  as  hearty  a  dancing  of  Dan  Tucker. 
After  that,  a  quadrille  being  proposed,  Mrs.  Tan- 
berry  suggested  that  Jefferson  should  run  home 
and  bring  Fanchon  for  the  fourth  lady.  However, 
Virginia  explained  that  she  had  endeavored  to  per- 
suade both  her  sister  and  Mr.  Gray  to  accompany 
the  General  and  herself,  but  that  Mr.  Gray  had 
complained  of  indisposition,  having  suffered  great- 
ly from  headache,  on  account  of  iidialing  so  much 
smoke  at  the  warehouse  fire;  and,  of  course,  Fan- 
chon would  not  leave  him.  (Miss  Carewe  permit- 
ted herself  the  slightest  shrug  of  the  shoulders. ) 

So  they  danced  the  quadrille  with  Jefferson  at 
the  piano  and  Mr.  Marsh  performing  in  the  char- 
acter of  a  lady,  a  proceeding  most  unacceptable 
to  the  General,  whom  ]Mrs.  Tanberry  forced  to  be 
his  partner.  And  thus  the  evening  passed  gayly 
away,  and  but  too  quickly,  to  join  the  ghosts  of  all 
the  other  evenings  since  time  began;  and  each  of 
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The  Tuo  Vtntrcrcls 
the  little  company  liful  .-uUled  u  cheerful  sprite  to 
the  lonj^  rows  of  those  varied  shades  that  the  after 
years  briii<?  to  revisit  us,  so  many  with  patlietic  re- 
proach, so  many  bearing  a  tragic  hurilen  of  faces 
that  we  cannot  make  ven  to  \veej>  again,  and  so 
few  witli  simj)ie  merriment  .'nd  lightheartedness, 
Ta(»pingham  Marsh  spoke  tlie  truth,  indeed,  when 
he  exclaimed  in  parting,  "  C)  rare  Mrs.  Tan- 
berry  !  " 

But  the  house  had  not  done  with  serenades  that 
night.  The  guests  had  long  since  departed;  the 
windows  were  si  ill  and  dark  under  the  wan  old 
moon,  which  had  risen  lamely,  looking  unfamiliar 
and  not  iialf  itself;  the  air  bore  an  odor  of  lateness, 
and  nothing  moved;  when  a  delicate  harmony  stole 
out  of  the  shadows  beyond  the  misty  garden.  Low- 
but  resonant  chords  sounded  on  the  heavier  strings 
of  a  guitar,  while  above  them,  upon  the  lighter 
wires,  rippled  a  slender,  tinkling  melody  that  wooed 
the  slumberer  to  a  delicious  half-wakefulncss, 
as  dreamily,  as  tenderly,  as  the  croon  of  rain  on 
the  roof  soothes  a  child  to  sloop.  Under  the  ar- 
tist's cunning  touch  the  instrument  was  both  the 
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The  Rule  of  the  Regent 

accompaniment  and  the  song;  and  Miss?  Betty,  at 
first  taking  the  music  to  be  a  wandering  thread  in 
tlie  fabric  of  lier  own  bright  dreams,  drifted  grad- 
ually to  consciousness  to  find  herself  smiling.  Her 
eyes  opened  wide,  but  half  closed  again  with  the 
ineffable  sweetness  of  the  sound. 

Then  a  voice  was  heard,  eerily  low,  yet  gallant 
and  clear,  a  vibrant,  baritone,  singing  to  the 
•fiiitar. 

'•  Ml/  lady's  hair. 

That  (lark  deliffht. 
Is  hoik  as  fair 

And  du,ik  as  night. 
I  knot"  some  htrflorn  hearts  that  heat 
In  tiiiii:  to  moontieam  trrinklings  fleet. 
That  danre  and  ijlanre  like  Jewels  there, 
EmUazoninij  the  raven  hair  ! 


"  Ah,  raven  hair  ! 

So  dark  and  hright, 
Wliat  loves  lie  there 
Enmeshed,  to-niyht  ? 
I  know  some  sighing  lads  that  sag 
Their  heai-t.i  were  snared  and  torn  away  ; 
And  now  as  pearls  one  fate  they  sh'ire, 
Kntanqhd  In  the  raven  hair. 
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The  Two  Vanrevels 

"  Ah,  raren  hair. 

From  such  a  plight 
Coulil  yon  not  syare 
One  acolyte  i 
I  knoip  a  broken  heart  that  vent 
To  serve  you  hut  as  ornament. 
Alas  !  a  ruhy  now  you  trear, 
Knsnnijmning  the  raven  hair!  " 

The  son^  had  grown  fainter  and  fainter,  the 
singer  moving  away  as  lie  sang,  and  the  last  lines 
were  almost  inaudible  in  the  distance.  The  guitar 
could  be  heard  for  a  moment  or  two  more,  then 
silence  came  again.  It  was  broken  by  a  rustling  in 
the  room  next  to  Miss  Betty's,  and  Mrs.  Tanberry 
called  softly  through  the  open  door: 

"  Princess,  are  you  awake  .^  Did  you  hear  that 
serenade  ?  " 

After  a  pause  the  answer  came  hesitatingly  in 
!v  small,  faltering  voice :  "  Yes— if  it  was  one.  I 
thought  {)erhaps  he  was  only  singing  as  he  passed 
along  the  street." 

'■'Aim!'"  ejaculated  Mrs.  Tanberry,  abruptly, 
as  thoii-li  she  had  made  an  unexpected  discovery. 
'•You  knew  better;  and  this  was  a  serenade  that 
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you  did  not  Liugli  at.  Beautiful,  I  wouldn't  let 
it  go  any  farther,  even  while  your  fatlier  is  gone. 
Soniethinff  might  occur  that  would  hring  him  home 
without  warning — such  things  have  liapptiud. 
Tom  \'anrcvel  ought  to  be  kept  far  away  from 
this  house." 

"Oh,  it  was  not  he,"  returned  Miss  Betty, 
quickly.    "  It  was  Mr.  Gray.     Didn't  you " 

"  My  dear,"  interrupted  the  other,  ""  Crailey 
Gray's  specialty  is  talking.  Most  of  the  vaga- 
bonds can  sing  and  play  a  bit,  and  so  can  Crailey, 
particularly  when  he's  had  a  few  bowls  of  punch; 
but  when  Tom  Vanrcvcl  touches  the  guitar  and 
lifts  up  his  voice  to  sing,  there  isn't  an  angel  in 
heaven  that  wouldn't  quit  the  place  and  come  to 
hear  him!  Crailey  wrote  those  words  to  Virginia 
Barcaud.  (Her  hair  is  even  darker  than  yours, 
you  know.)  That  was  when  he  was  being  engaged 
to  her;  and  Tom  must  have  set  the  music  to  'em 
lately,  and  now  comes  here  to  sing  'em  to  you ;  and 
well  enough  they  fit  you !  But  you  must  keep  him 
away.  Princess." 

Nevertheless,  Betty  knew  the  voice  was  not  that 
'   [H57] 
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wliich  had  bid  her  look  to  tlic  stars,  and  she  re- 
mained convinced  that  it  behju^ed  to  Mr.  Crailey 
Gray,  wlio  had  been  too  ill,  a  few  hours  earlier,  to 
leave  the  Bareaud  house,  and  now,  with  Fanchon's 
kisses  on  his  lips,  came  stealing  into  her  fjarden  and 
san<T  to  her  a  sou<^  he  had  made  for  another  girl ! 

And  the  angels  would  leave  heaven  to  listen  when 
he  sang,  would  they?  Poor  Fanchon !  No  wonder 
she  held  him  so  tightly  in  leading  strings!  He 
might  risk  his  life  all  he  wished  at  the  end  of  a 
grappling-ladtler,  dangling  in  a  fiery  cloud  above 
nothing;  but  when  it  came  to — ah,  well,  poor 
Fanchon !  Did  she  invent  the  headaches  for  him, 
or  did  she  make  liim  invent  them  for  himself? 

If  there  was  one  ])erson  in  the  world  whom 
Miss  Betty  lield  in  bitter  contempt  and  scorn,  it 
was  the  owner  of  that  voice  and  that  guitar. 
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MOKK  than  throe  fjrcntkiiicii  of  Rouen  wore 
their  hearts  in  tlieir  eyes  for  any  fool  to 
gaze  upon;  but  tln-ee  was  the  luiinher  of 
those  wlio  told  tlieir  love  before  the  end  of  tln'  tirst 
week  of  Mr.  Carewe's  absence,  and  told  it  in  ;:|)ite 
of  Mrs.  Tanberry's  utmost  effort  to  j)reserve,  at  all 
times,  a  conjunction  between  herself  and  Miss 
Bitty.  For  the  gootl  lady,  foreseeing  these  deelar.i- 
tions  much  more  surely  than  did  the  sul)jeet  of 
them,  wished  to  sj)are  her  lovely  charge  the  pain 
of  listening  to  them. 

Miss  ("arewe  honored  each  of  the  lorn  three  with 
a  few  minutes  of  gravity;  but  the  gentle  refusal 
prevented  never  a  swain  from  being  as  truly  her 
follower  as  before ;  not  that  she  resorted  to  the 
poor  device  of  half-dismissal,  the  every-day  method 
of  the  school-girl  flirt,  who  thus  keeps  the  lads  in 
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duIliHiuv,  lujt  lu'Ciiusi',  I'vin  for  the  rojocti'd,  i^  was 
ft  (KHj^lit  to  be  noiir  Iut.  For  tlwit  mutter.  It  is 
said  timt  no  one  ever  hiul  enough  of  the  mere  look- 
ing :it  her.  Also,  her  talk  wiis  enlivening  even  to 
the  lively,  being  spleed  with  surprising  turns  and 
aniiahlv  seasoned  with  the  art  of  badinage.  To 
use  the  phrase  of  the  time,  she  possessed  the  aecom- 
plishments,  an  anti(juated  charm  now  on  tlic 
point  of  disappearing,  so  carefully  has  it  been 
snubbed  under  whenever  exhibited.  The  pursuing 
wraith  of  the  yoinig,  it  comes  to  sit,  a  ghost  at 
every  baiKpiet,  driving  the  flower  of  our  youth  to 
unheard-of  exertions  in  search  of  escape,  to  dubious 
diplomacy,  to  dismal  inaction,  or  to  wine;  yet  time 
was  when  they  set  their  liearts  on  "  the  ac- 
complishments." 

Miss  Bitty  Carewc  at  her  harp,  all !  It  was  a 
dainty  picture:  the  clear  profile,  with  the  dark 
hair  low  across  the  temple,  silhouetted  duskily,  in 
the  cool,  shadowy  room,  pgainst  the  open  window ; 
the  slender  figure,  one  arm  curving  between  you  and 
the  strings,  the  other  gleaming  behind  them;  the 
delicate  little  sandal  stealing  from  the  white  froth 
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of  silk  and  luce  to  ciiress  tla-   pedal;  the   niriil)lc 
liuiids   flut*crin^   ncross   the   lori^   sfninds,   "  Like 
white  blossotiis  liorrio  on  slutititi^  lints  of  rain;" 
and  the  \rrcii\  gold  liarj)  rising  to  catch  a  javilin 
of  sunshine  that   j)ierced  the  vines  at  the  window 
where  the  honeysuckles  swung  their  skirts  to  the  re- 
frain— it  was  a  picture  to  return  many  a  long  year 
afterward,  an<l  thrill  the  revc  ries  of  old  men  whf» 
were  then  young.     And,  following  the  light  cas- 
cading ri{)ples  of  the  harp,  when  her  low  contralto 
lifted  in  one  of  the  "  old  songs,"  she  often  turned 
imjuiringly  to  see  if  the  lish  ru  r  liked  the  music,  and 
her  brilliant,  dark  eyes  would  rest  on  his  witli  an 
ap{)eal    that    hlinded     his    entranced    soul.       Siie 
meant    it    for   the   mere    indication   of   a   friendly 
wish  to  suit  his  tastes,  hut  it  looked  like  the  divine 
huniilitv    of   love.      Nohody    wondtred   that   (ien- 
cral   Trumble  slunild   fall   to   verse-making  in  his 
old  age. 

She  sketched  magnificently.  This  is  the  very 
strongest  support  for  the  assertion:  Frank  Chen- 
oweth  and  Tappingham  Marsh  agreed,  with  tears 
of  enthusiasm,  that  "  magnificently  "  was  the  only 
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word.  Tlirv  ciiiiir  to  tliis  «()nilii>i<)n  iis  they  siit 
toffftliir  lit  tlio  cm!  o!"  n  loii^  diiiinr  (nt  wliicli  vrry 
littli-  liiul  bcrii  liitcii)  iil'tiT  ii  (lily's  picnic  by  I  la* 
river.  Miss  C'lircwc  Imd  luiii  ot"  tlicir  compaiiy, 
luui  Tiippinglmiii  iiiui  Chciiowctli  t'ouiid  each  liis 
opportunity  in  the  uftiriiooii.  Tlic  party  was 
small,  aiitl  no  one  had  hciii  able  to  ctlVct  a  total  uii- 
conscioiisiu'ss  ot"  the  iiiantt'uvrcs  of  the  two  gentle- 
men. Even  Fanehon  Hareaud  comprehended  lan- 
guidly, though  she  was  more  blurred  than  ever,  and 
her  far-away  eyes  belie<l  the  mechanical  vivacity  of 
her  manner,  for  C'railey  was  thirty  milis  down  the 
river,  with  a  fishing-roil  neatly  packed  in  a  leath- 
er case. 

I\Ir.  Vaiuvvel,  of  course,  was  not  invited;  no  one 
would  have  thought  of  asking  him  to  join  a  small 
party  of  which  Robert  C'arewe's  tlaughter  was  to 
be  a  member.  But  it  was  happiness  enough  for 
Tom,  that  night,  to  lie  hidden  in  the  shrubbery, 
looking  up  at  the  stars  between  the  leaves,  while  he 
li>tened  to  her  harp,  and  borne  through  the  open 
window  on  enchanted  airs,  the  voice  of  Elizab'th 
C'arewe  singing  "  Robin  Adair." 
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It  WHS  now  flint  flir  fouri  imliil^i-d  ifs  livclltst 
sj)irif  ;  iM  \(  r  an  <  virilti^  lacked  iK  jiiiikctinf^,  wliilo 
♦  lie  liapj)v  I'oik  of  Uoiuri  sit  tlir  (uriv  Minmicr  to 
imisic.  S(  n  iiadc,  dance,  and  ^on;^  for  tlicrn,  tlic 
llf^lit-licarts,  yonn^  and  old  making  ^ay  to^i  tlicr! 
It  was  all  laii^litcr,  citlur  in  surisliinc  or  hy  caiKllc- 
Il/^lit,  undlsttirhcd  l)y  tlic  far  thunder  lit  low  the 
soiitliern  Iiori/«in,  where  Zacliary  'I'aylor  had  pitched 
liis  tent,  upon  the  Hio  (Irande. 

One  fair  ev(  riin;-,  soon  after  that  excursion  which 
had  proved  fata!  to  the  hofies  of  the  h.indxiine  Taji- 
pin^liani  and  of  the  yfiiitlifiil  Chenoweth,  it  was 
the  privilege  of  Mr.  'riHinias  Vanrevel  to  assist  Miss 
C'ariwe  and  I  er  cha[)eron  from  their  carriaffe,  as 
they  drove  uj)  to  a  dance  at  the  Hareauds'.  'IMiis 
^ood  fortune  fell  only  to  ^rea!  deserving,  for  ho 
had  spent  an  hour  lurking  outside  the  house  in  the 
liofie  of  [lerforniin^  su''li  offices  for  them. 

Heaven  was  in  his  soul  and  the  lireath  dejiarted 
out  of  his  Ikm!"-.  «  hen,  after  a  moment  of  Iii'sitatiori., 
Miss  Betty's  little  lacr-trauntleted  n;love  was  jilaced 
in  his  hand,  .'iiid  her  white  slipjxr  shimmered 
out  from  the  like  flounces  of  her  dress  to  full  like 
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The  Two  Vanrerels 
a  benediction,  he  thought,  on  each  of  Uie  carriage- 
steps. 

It  WHS  the  age  of  garhinds ;  they  wreathed  the 
Muses,  the  Seasons,  and  their  speech,  so  the  women 
wore  wreaths  in  their  hair,  and  Miss  Betty's  that 
night  was  of  marguerites.  "  Read  your  fortime 
in  them  all,"  whispered  Tom's  lieart,  "•  and  of 
whomsoever  you  wish  to  learn,  every  petnl  will 
say  'lie  loves  you;  none  declare,  He  loves  you 
not ! '  " 

Slie  bowed  slightly,  but  did  not  speak  to  him, 
which  was  perhaps  a  better  reception  than  that  ac- 
corded the  young  man  by  her  companion.  "  Oh,  it's 
you,  is  ii!"  was  Mrs.  Tanberry's  courteous  obser- 
vation as  she  canted  the  vehicle  in  her  descent.  She 
looked  sharply  at  Miss  Betty,  and  even  the  small 
glow  of  the  carriage-lamps  showed  that  the  girl's 
cheeks  had  flushed  very  red.  Mr.  Vanrevel,  on  the 
contrary,  was  pale. 

They  stood  for  a  moment  in  awkward  silence, 
while,  from  the  lighted  house  where  the  flying  fig- 
ures circled,  came  the  waltz:  "  I  dreamt  that  I  dwe- 
helt    in    ma-har-blo    lialls."      Tom's   own   dreams 

[174] 


■.'fSxr' 


'mtmmsBimmm^^^m^^^mmmm 


Echoes  of  a  Serenade 

wore  much  wilder  than  the  gyps}'  girl's;  he  knew 
that ;  yet  he  sj)oke  out  hravely : 

"  Will  you  dance  the  two  first  with  mc?'* 

Miss  Betty  bit  her  lip,  frowned,  turned  away, 
and,  vouchsafing  no  reply,  walketl  toward  the  house 
with  her  eyes  fixed  on  the  ground;  but  just  as  they 
reached  the  door  she  flashed  over  him  a  look  that 
scorched  him  from  head  to  foot,  and  sent  his  spirits 
down  through  the  soles  of  his  I)oots  to  excavate 
a  grotto  in  the  depths  of  the  earth,  so  charged  it 
was  with  wrathful  pity  and  contempt. 

"  Yes! "  she  said  abruptly,  and  followed  Mrs. 
Tanberry  to  the  dressing-room. 

The  elder  lady  shook  her  head  solemnly  as  she 
emerged  from  the  enormous  folds  of  a  yellow  silk 
cloak.  "  Ah,  Princess,"  she  said,  touching  the  girl's 
shoulder  with  her  jewelled  hand,  "  I  told  you  I  was 
a  very  foolish  woman,  and  I  am,  but  not  so  foolish 
as  to  offer  advice  often.  Yet,  Ix^lieve  me,  it  won't 
do.  I  think  that  is  one  of  the  greatest  young  men 
I  ever  knew,  and  it's  a  pity — but  it  won't  do." 

Miss  Hetty  kept  her  face  away  from  her  guardian 
for  a  moment.    No  inconsiderable  amount  of  infor- 
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mation  liad  drifted  to  her,  from  lierc  and  there,  re- 
giirdin^  the  career"  of  Crallcy  Gray,  and  she 
tliou/rht  ho'v  Intensely  she  would  have  hated  any 
person  in  the  world  except  Mrs.  Tanbcrry  for  pre- 
suming? to  think  she  needed  to  be  warned  against  the 
charms  of  this  serenading  lady-killer,  who  was  the 
proj)erty  of  another  girl. 

"  You  nnist  keep  him  away,  I  think,"  ventured 
IVIrs.  Tanhorry,  gently. 

At  that  Betty  turned  to  lier  and  said,  sharply : 

"  I  will.  After  this,  please  let  us  never  speak  of 
him  again." 

A  slow  nod  of  the  other's  turbaned  head  indi- 
cated the  gravest  acquiescence.  She  saw  that  her 
com})anion's  cheeks  were  still  crimson.  "  I  under- 
stand," said  she. 

A  buzz  of  whispering,  like  a  July  beetle,  fol- 
lowed Miss  Carewe  jind  her  partner  about  the  roo>n 
during  the  next  dance.  How  had  Tom  managed  it? 
Had  her  father  never  told  her?  Who  had  dared  to 
introduce  them?  Fanchon  was  the  only  one  who 
knew,  and  as  she  whirled  l)y  with  Will  Cuni- 
mings,  she  raised  her  absent  glance  long  enough 
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Echoes  of  a  Serenade 
to  fiivo  Tom  an  affoctlonatc  and  warning  shake  of 

the  head. 

Tom  did  not  see  this;  Miss  Carowc  d.d.  A  as. 
She  smiled  upon  him  instantly  and  looked  deep 
into  his  eves.    It  was  the  third  time. 

She  was  not  afraid  of  this  man-flirt;  ho  was  to 
be  settled  with  once  and  forever.    She  intended  to 
avenge  hoth  Tanchon   and  herself;   yet     it    is  a 
hazardous  game,  this  piercing  of  eye  with  eye   he- 
cause  the  point  which  seeks  to  penetrate  may  soften 
and  melt,  leaving  one  defenceless.     For  perhaps 
ten  seconds  that  straight  look  lasted,  while  it  seemed 
to  her  that  she  read  clear  Into  the  soul  of  him,  and 
to  hehold  it,  through   some  befooling  mag.c,   as 
strong,  tender,  wise,  and  true,  as  his  outward  ap- 
pearance would  have  made  an  innocent  stranger  l,e- 
lieve  him;  for  he  lool^cd  all  these  things;  she  ad- 
nntted  that  much;  and  he  had  an  air  of  distinction 
and  resource  beyond  any  she  had  ever  known,  even 
i„  the  wild  scramble  for  her  kitten  he  had  not  lost 
it      So    for   ten   seconds,   which   may  he  a  long 
time,  she  saw  a  man  such  as  she  had  dreamed,  and 
she  did  not  believe  her  sight,  because  she  had  no 
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desire  to  be  as  credulous  as  the  others,  to  be  as 
easily  cheated  as  that  poor  Fanchon ! 

The  luckless  Tom  found  his  own  feet  beautiful 
on  the  mountains,  and,  treading  the  heights  with 
airy  steps,  appeared  to  himself  wonderful  and 
glorified — he  was  waltzing  with  Miss  Betty! 
He  breathed  the  entrancing  words  to  himself,  over 
and  over:  it  was  true,  he  was  waltzing  with  Miss 
Betty  Carewe !  Her  glove  lay  warm  and  light  with- 
in his  own;  his  fingers  clasped  that  ineffable  lilac 
and  white  brocade  waist.  Sometimes  her  hair  came 
within  an  inch  of  his  cheek,  and  then  he  rose  out- 
right from  the  hilltops  and  floated  in  a  golden  mist. 
The  glamour  of  which  the  Incroyable  had  planned 
to  tell  her  some  day,  surrounded  Tom,  and  it 
seemed  to  him  that  the  whole  world  was  covered 
with  a  beautiful  light  like  a  carpet,  which  was  but 
the  radiance  of  this  adorable  girl  whom  his  gloves 
and  coat-sleeve  were  permitted  to  touch.  When 
the  music  stopped,  they  followed  in  the  train  of 
other  couples  seeking  the  coolness  of  out-of-doors 
for  the  interval,  and  Tom,  in  his  soul,  laughed  at 
all  other  men  with  illimitable  condescensiont 
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"  Stop  here,"  she  said,  as  they  reached  the 
open  gate.  He  was  walking  out  of  it,  his  head 
in  the  air,  and  Miss  Betty  on  his  arm.  Appar- 
ently, ho  would  have  walked  straight  across  the 
State.  It  was  the  happiest  moment  he  had  ever 
known. 

He  wanted  to  say  something  wonderful  to  her; 
his  speech  should  be  like  the  music  and  glory  and 
fire  that  was  in  him ;  therefore  he  was  shocked  to 
hear  himself  remarking,  with  an  inanity  of  utter- 
ance ♦^hat  sickened  him : 

"  Oh,  here's  the  gate,  isn't  il  ?  " 

Her  answer  was  a  short  laugh.  "  You  mean 
you  wish  to  persuade  me  that  you  had  forgotten 
it  was  there .''  " 

"  I  did  not  see  it,"  he  protested,  lamentably. 

"No.»" 

"  I  wasn't  thinking  of  it." 

"  Indeed  !  You  were  '  lost  in  thoughts  of ' " 

"  Of  you !  "  he  said,  before  he  could  check  him- 
self. 

"  Yes?  "  Her  tone  was  as  quietly  contemptuous 
as  she  could  make  it.     "  How  very  frank  of  you ! 
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May    I   ask:     Arc    you    convinced   that    speeches 
of  that  sort  are  always  to  a  lady's  liking?  " 

"  No,"  he  answered  hunihly,  and  hung  his  head. 

Then  she  threw  the  question  at  him  abruptly: 

"  Was  it  you  who  came  to  sing  in  our  garden?  " 

There    was    a    long    pause    before    a    profound 

sigh  came  tremulously   from  the  darkness,  like  a 

sad  and  tender  confession.     "  Yes." 

"I  thought  so!"  she  exclaimed.  "Mrs.  Tan- 
berry  thought  it  was  someone  else;  but  I  knew  that 
it  was  you." 

"  Yes,  you  are  right,"  he  said,  quietly.  "  It  was 
I.  It  was  my  only  way  to  tell  you  what  you  know 
now." 

"Of  course!"  She  set  it  all  aside  with  those 
two  words  and  the  slightest  gesture  of  her  hand. 
"  It  was  a  song  made  for  another  girl,  I  believe?  " 
she  asked  lightly,  and  with  an  icy  smile,  inquired 
farther:  "■  For  the  one — the  one  before  the  last,  I 
understand?  " 

He  lifted  his  head,  surprised.  "  What  has  that 
to  do  with  it?  The  music  was  made  for  you— 
but  then,  I  think  all  music  was  made  for  you." 
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"  Leave  the  music  out  of  it,  if  you  please,"  she 
said,  impatiently.  "  Your  talents  make  you  mod- 
est! No  doubt  you  consider  it  unmaidcnly  in  me 
to  have  referred  to  the  serenade  before  you  spoki' 
of  it;  but  I  am  not  one  to  cast  down  my  eyes  and 
let  it  pass.  No,  nor  one  too  sweet  to  face  the 
truth,  either!"  she  cried  with  sudden  passion. 
"  To  sing  that  song  in  the  way  you  did,  meant — 
oh,  you  thought  I  would  flirt  with  you!  What 
right  had  you  to  come  with  sueli  a  song  to 
me.?" 

Tom  intended  only  to  disclaim  the  presumption, 
so  far  from  his  thoughts,  that  his  song  had  moved 
her,  for  lie  could  see  that  her  attack  was  prompted 
by  her  inexplicable  impression  that  he  had  assumed 
the  attitude  of  a  conqueror,  but  his  explanation 
began  unfortunately. 

"  Forgive  me.  I  think  you  have  complotily 
misunderstood ;  you  thought  it  meant  something  I 
did  not  inteiid,  at  all,  and " 

"  What !  "  she  said,  and  her  eyes  blazed,  for  now 
she    beheld     him    as     the    arrant    sneak    of    the 
vorld.     He,   the   lady-killer,    with   his   hypocrlti- 
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cal  air  of  strength  and  nielunclioly  sweetness,  the 
leader  of  drunken  revels,  and,  by  reputation,  the 
town  Lothario  and  Light-o'-Love,  under  promise  of 
marriage  to  Fanchon  Bareaud,  had  tried  to  inahc 
love  to  another  girl,  and  now  his  cowardice  in  try- 
ing to  disclaim  what  he  had  done  lent  him  the  inso- 
lence to  say  to  this  other:   "  My  child,  you  arc  be- 
trayed by  your  youth  and  conceit ;  you  exaggerate 
my  meaning.    I  had  no  intention  to  distinguish  you 
by  coquetting  with  you !  "     This  was  her  interpre- 
tation of  him ;  and  her  indignation  was  not  lessened 
by  the  inevitable  conclusion  that  he,  who  had  been 
hrough  so  many  scenes  with  women,  secretly  found 
her  simplicity  diverting.    Miss  Betty  had  a  little  of 
her  father  in  her;  while  it  was  part  of  her  youth, 
too,  that,  of  all  things  she  could  least  endure  the 
shadow  of  a  smile  at  her  own  exi)ensc. 

"Oh,  oh!"  she  cried,  her  voice  shaking  with 
anger.  "  I  suppose  your  bad  heart  is  hulf-chokod 
with  your  laughter  at  me." 

She  turned  from  him  swiftly,  and  left  him. 
Almost  running,  she  entered  tlie  house,  and  hur- 
ried to  a  scut  by  Mrs.  Tanberry,  nestling  to  her 
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like  a  younpf  sapling  on  a  Itillside.  Instantaneous- 
ly, several  gentlemen,  who  had  hastily  acquitted 
themselves  of  various  obligations  in  order  to  sttk 
lur,  sprang  forward  with  eager  greetings,  so  that 
when  the  stricken  Tom,  dazed  and  c<in founded  hy 
his  evil  luck,  followed  her  at  about  five  paces,  he 
found  himself  confronted  by  an  impenetrable  ab- 
batis  formed  by  the  spiked  tails  of  the  coats  of 
General  Trumblc,  Madrillon,  Tappingham  Marsh, 
Cummings  and  Jefferson  Bareauil.  Within  this 
fortification  rang  out  laughter  and  sally  from  Miss 
Carewc;  her  color  was  hi  nd  her  eyes  sparkled 

never  more  brightly. 

Flourish  and  alannns  sounded  for  a  quadrille. 
Each  of  the  semi-circle,  firmly  elbowing  his  neigh- 
bor, begged  the  dance  of  Aliss  Betty  ;  but  1  om  was 
himself  again,  and  laid  a  long,  strong  hand  on  Ma- 
drillon's  shoulder,  pressed  him  gently  aside,  and 
said : 

"  Forgive  me ;  Miss  Carewe  has  honored  me  by 
the  promise  of  this  quadrille." 

He  bowed,  ofTcring  his  arm,  and  none  of  them 
was  too  vain  to  envy  that  bow  and  gesture. 
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For    a    monicr.t    |,o    rnnairud    w/ilf|„p.       iVJis, 
Curcwc  rose  slowlv,  and,  .limtl v  futinff  l.i.n,  sai.I  i„ 
coinposnl  and  cvin  voice:     "  You  foree  n,e  to  beff 
you  never  f o  address  me  afjain." 

Slie  placed  her  hand  on  the  General's  arm,  turn- 
ing' her  hack  srjuarelj  ui)on  Tom. 

In  addition  to  those  who  hear.l,  many  persons  in 
that  part  of  th-  room  saw  the  affrontan.l  paused 
in  arrested  attitudes ;  others,  observing  th.-se,  turned 
""loirin-ly,  so  that  sudden  silence  U\\,  broken  only 
by  the  voice  of  Miss  H..tty  as  slu-  m„v.,I  ^way,  talk- 
ing H.eerily  to  the  (Je.ieral.  Tom  was  left  stand- 
ing' aloni-  in  the  i)roken  senu'cirde. 

All  the  eyes  swept   from  her  to  him  and  back; 
then     everyone     be^an     to     talk     hastily     about 
nothin^r.    The  you„;r  „,an's  hunu-Iiation  was  public. 
He  went  to  the  <l,K,r  under  cover  of  t|„.  n.ovement 
of  the  various  couples  to  find  places  in  the  r,ua.lrille, 
.vet  every  sidelon^r  ^rl,„u-e  in  the  room  still   rested 
upon  him,  and  he  knew  it.     He  ren.ained   in   the 
I'Hll,  alone,   through   that  dance,  and   at   its  con- 
clusion, walked  slowly  through  the  roon.s,  speaking, 
to  people,  here  and  there,  as  though  nothing  h  .d 
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Impponcd,  Imf  wluu  tlic  music  sounded  ngftin,  lie 
went  (()  the  drcsMiij^-rnom,  found  his  lint  nnd  cloak, 
unil  l(  ft  llir  liousi'.  For  n  while  he  stoo<l  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  street,  wiitohing  the  lighted 
windows,  and  twice  he  caught  sight  of  tiie  liinc  ami 
white  hrocade,  the  dark  hair,  and  the  wreath  of 
marguerites.  Then,  with  a  hot  pain  in  his  hreast, 
and  the  stej)  of  a  Grenadier,  he  marched  down  the 
street. 


In  the  carriage  Mrs.  Tanhcrry  took  Betiy's  hand 
in  hers.  "  1'!!  do  as  you  wish,  child,"  slic  said,  "  and 
never  speak  to  you  of  him  again  as  long  as  I  live, 
except  this  once.  I  think  it  'vas  best  for  his  own 
sake  as  well  as  yours,  hut " 

"  He  needed  a  lesson,"  interrupted  Miss  IJetty, 
wearily.  She  had  danced  long  and  hard,  and  she 
was  very  tired. 

Mrs.  Tanherry's  staccato  laugh  came  out  irre- 
pressihly.  "  .///  the  vagabonds  do.  Princess!  "  she 
cried.     "  And  I  think  they  are  getting  it." 

"  \o,  no,  I  don't  mean " 

"  We've  turned   their  heads,  my   dear,  Ix-tween 
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us,  you  and  I ;  and  we'll  have  to  turn  'em  again,  or 
they'll  break  their  necks  looking  over  their  shoul- 
ders at  us,  the  owls !  "  She  pressed  the  girl's  hand 
affectionately.  "  But  you'll  let  me  say  something 
just  once,  and  forgive  mc  because  we're  the  same 
foolish  age,  you  know.  It's  only  this :  The  next 
young  man  you  suppress,  take  him  off  in  a  corner ! 
Lead  him  away  from  the  crowd  where  he  won't  have 
to  stand  and  let  them  look  at  him  afterward.  That's 
all,  my  dear,  and  you  mustn't  mind." 

"  I'm  not  sorry !  "  said  Miss  Betty  hotly.  "  I'm 
not  sorry ! " 

"  No,  no,"  said  Mrs.  Tanberry,  soothingly.  "  It 
was  better  this  time  to  do  just  what  you  did.  I'd 
have  done  it  myself,  to  make  quite  sure  he  would 
keep  away— because  I  like  him." 

"  I'm  not  sorry !  "  said  Miss  Betty  again. 

"  I'm  not  sorry !  "  she  repeated  and  reiterated  to 
herself  after  Mrs.  Tanberry  had  gone  to  bed.  She 
had  sunk  into  a  diair  in  the  library  with  a  book, 
anil  "  I'm  not  sorry !  "  she  whispered  as  the  open 
unread  i)agc  blurred  before  her,  "  I'm  not  sorry  ! " 
He  had  ne.  ded  his  lesson ;  but  she  had  to  bear  the 
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recollection  of  how  white  his  face  went  when  he  re- 
ceived it.  Ilcr  affront  had  put  about  him  a  strange 
loneliness:  the  one  figure  with  the  stilled  crowd 
staring;  it  had  nmde  a  picture  from  which  her 
mind's  eye  had  been  unable  to  escape,  danced  she 
never  so  hard  and  late.  Unconsciously,  Robert  Ca- 
rewc's  daughter  had  avenged  the  other  lonely  figure 
which  had  stood  in  lonely  humiliation  before  the 
staring  eyes. 

"  I'm  not  sorry !  "  Ah,  did  they  think  it  was  in 
her  to  hurt  any  living  thing  in  the  world.''  The 
book  droj)pcd  from  her  lap,  and  she  bowed  her  head 
upon  her  hands.  "  I'm  not  sorry !  " — and  tears 
upon  the  small  lace  gauntlets! 

She  saw  them,  and  with  an  incoherent  exclama- 
tion, half  self-pitying,  half  impatient,  ran  out  to 
the  stars  above  her  garden. 

She  was  there  for  perhaps  half  an  hour,  and  just 
before  she  returned  to  the  house  she  did  a  singular 
thing. 

Standing  where  all  was  clear  to  the  sky,  where 
she  had  stood  after  her  talk  with  the  Incroyable, 
when  he  had  bid  her  look  to  the  stars,  she  raised  her 
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arms  to  them  ngaJn,  her  face,  pale  with  a  great 
tenderness,  uplifted. 

"  You,  you,  you!  "  slie  wlilspered.  «  /  Icyve  you!  " 
And  yet  it  was  to  nothing  definite,  to  no  man, 
nor  outh-ne  of  a  man,  to  no  phantom  nor  dream- 
lover,  that  slie  spoke;  neither  to  him  she  had  af- 
fronted, nor  to  him  who  had  hidden  her  look  to  t  V 
stars.     Nor  was  it  to  the  stars  themselves. 

She   returned    slowly   and   thoughtfully   to  the 
house,  wondering  what  she  had  meant. 
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CHAPTER  XI 
A   Voice  in  (I  Garden 

CRAILI\V  cjinic  honio  the  next  day  with  a 
new  poem,  hut  no  fish.  He  lounged  up  tlio 
.stairs,  late  in  the  afternoon,  hununinf^ 
cheerfully  to  himself,  and,  droppin-f  his  rod  in 
a  corner  of  Tom's  office,  laid  the  noem  on  the 
desk  before  his  partner,  produced  a  large,  newly 
replenished  flask,  opened  it,  stretched  himself  com- 
fortably upon  a  capacious  hor.se-lmir  sofa,  drank  a 
deep  draught,  chuckled  softly,  and  requested  Mr, 
Vanrevel  to  set  the  rhymes  to  music  immediately. 

"  Try  it  on  your  instrument,"  he  said.  "  It's  a 
simple  verse  about  nothing  but  stars,  and  you  can 
work  it  out  in  twenty  minutes  with  the  guitar." 

"  It  is  broken,"  said  Tom,  not  looking  up  from 
his  work. 

"Broken!     When.?" 

"  Last  night." 
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"Who  broke  it?" 

"  It  fell  from  the  tabic  in  my  room." 

"  How?     Easily  iiiomled,  isn't  it?  " 

"  I  think  I  shall  not  play  it  soon  again." 

Crailcy  swung  his  long  legs  off  the  sofa  and  ab- 
ruptly sat  upright.  "What's  this?"  he  asked 
gravely. 

Tom  pushed  his  papers  away  from  him,  rose  and 
went  to  the  dusty  window  that  l(K)ked  to  the  west, 
where,  at  the  end  of  the  long  xieet,  the  sun  was 
setting  behind  the  ruin  of  chiirred  timbers  on  the 
bank  of  the  shining  river. 

"  It  seems  that  I  played  once  too  often,"  ho 
said. 

Crailcy  was  thoroughly  astonished.  lie  took  a 
long,  affectionate  pull  at  the  flask  and  offered  it  to 
his  partner. 

"  No,"  said  Tom,  turning  to  him  with  a  troubled 
face,  "  and  if  I  were  you,  I  wouldn't  either.  These 
fishing  trips  of  yours " 

"Fishing!"  Crailcy  laughed.  "Trips  of  a 
poetaster!  It's  then  I  write  best,  and  write  I  will! 
Tliere's  a  poem,  and  a  damned  good  one,  too,  old 
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preacher,  in  every  gill  of  whiskey,  and  I'm  the  laii 
that  can  extract  it!  Lord!  what's  better  tlian  to 
be  out  in  tlie  open,  all  by  yourself  in  the  woods,  or 
on  the  river?  Think  of  the  long  nights  alone  with 
the  glory  of  heaven  and  a  good  demijohn.  Why, 
a  man's  thoughts  are  like  actors  performing  in  the 
air  and  all  the  crowding  stars  for  audience !  You 
know  in  your  soul  you'd  rather  have  me  out  there, 
going  it  all  by  myself,  than  raising  thunder  over 
town.  And  you  know,  too,  it  doesn't  tell  on  me ;  it 
doesn't  show!  You  couldn't  guess,  to  save  your 
life,  how  much  I've  had  to-day,  now,  could  you.''  " 

"  Yes,"  returned  the  other,  "  I  could." 

"  Well,  well,"  said  Crailey,  good-naturedly,  "  we 
weren't  talking  of  me."  lie  set  down  the  flask, 
went  to  his  friend  and  dropped  a  hand  lightly  on 
his  shouldder.  "  What  made  you  break  the  gui- 
tar?    Tell  me." 

"  What  makes  ^'ou  think  I  broke  it?  "  asked  his 
partner  sharply. 

"  Tell  me  why  you  did  it,"  said  Crailey. 

And  Tom,  pacing  the  room,  told  him,  while 
Crailey  stooil  in  silence,  looking  him  eagerly  in  the 
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eye  whenever  To,,,  turned  his  way.     The  listener  in- 
terrupted sehlon: ;  once  it  was  to  excluini : 

"  But  you  hiiven't  said  whv  vou  broke  the  ijin'- 
tiir?  "' 

"  '  If  thine  eye  offend  thee,  phiek  it  out !  '  I 
ousht  to  have  cut  off  the  hands  that  j,lave,l  to 
her." 

"  And  cut  your  throat  for  sin^ri,,^  to  her?  " 
"She  was  rin-ht!"  the  other  answered,  stridinff 
up  and  down  the  .-oo,,,.  "  Hio|,t— a  thousand  times ! 
—in  everytliin^r  she  di,L  'I'L^t  I  should  even  ap- 
proach her,  was  an  unspeakable  insolence.  I  had 
for^rotten,  and  so,  possibly,  had  she,  but  I  had  not 
even  beei,  properly  introduced  ^o  her." 

"  No,  you  hadn't,  that's  true,"  observed  Ci-ailey, 
reflectively.  '•  Vou  ,|o„'t  seen,  to  have  n.uch  lo  re- 
proach her  with,  Tom." 

"l{ei)r()ach  her!"  cried  tl,e  other.  "That  I 
should  drean,  she  would  speak  to  n,e  or  have  any- 
thin^r  to  do  with  me,  was  to  cast  a  doubt  upon  her 
loyalty  ,-is  a  daughter.  She  was  ri-ht,  I  say! 
And  she  did  the  only  thin^r  she  could  do:  rebuked 
me  before  then,  uH.      No  .,„e  ever  n.erited  what  he 
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got  more  roundlj  tlmii  I  destrved  that.  Who  was 
I,  in  her  eyes,  tiiiit  I  should  hisii'<rc.  Jut  with  iiiv 
importunities,  who  but  Jur  father's  worst  eiuinv?  " 
Deen  anxiety  knitted  Crailey's  hrow.  "  I  under- 
stood she  knew  of  the  quarrel,"  lie  said,  thought- 
fully. "  I  saw  that,  the  other  evening  when  I 
helped  her  out  of  the  crowd.  She  spoke  of  it  on 
the  way  home,  I  remember;  but  how  did  she  know 
that  you  were  ^■anrevel?  No  one  in  town  would 
be  apt  to  mention  you  to  her." 

No,  hut  she  did  know,  you  see." 
Yes,"    returned    Mr.    Gray    slowly.      "  So    it 
seems !     Probably  her  father  told  her  to  avoid  you, 
and  described  you  so  that  she  recognized  you  as 
the  man  who  caught  the  kitten." 

He  paused,  picked  up  the  flask,  and  again  ap- 
plied himself  to  its  contents,  his  eyes  peering  over 
the  up-tilted  vessel  at  Tom,  who  continued  to  pace 
up  and  down  th.  length  of  the  office.  After  a  time, 
Crailey,  fumbling  in  his  coat,  found  a  long  che- 
root, and,  as  lie  lit  it.  Inquired  casually: 

"  Do  you  remember  if  she  adiircssed  you  by 
name?  " 
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"  I  think  not,"  Tom  answered,  halting.    «  What 
docs  it  matter?  " 

Crailey  tlrcw  a  dooj)  breath. 

"  It  doesn't,"  ho  returned. 

*'  She  knew  me  well  enough,"  said  Tom,  sadly,  as 
he  resumed  his  sentry-pfo. 

"  Yes,"  repeated  Crailey,  deliberately.  "  So  it 
seems;  so  it  seems!"  He  blew  a  long  stream  of 
smoke  out  into  the  air  before  him,  and  softly  mur- 
nuired  again :     "  So  it  seems,  so  it  seems." 

Silence  fell,  broken  only  by  the  sound  of  Tom's 
footsteps,  until,  presently,  some  one  informally 
shouted  his  name  from  the  street  below.  It  was 
only  Will  Cummings,  passing  the  time  of  day, 
but  wlicn  Tom  turned  from  the  window  after  an- 
swering him,  Crailey,  his  poem,  and  his  flask  were 
gone. 

That  evening  Vanrcvel  sat  in  the  dusty  office, 
driving  himself  to  his  work  with  a  slarp  goad, 
for  there  was  a  face  that  came  between  him  and  all 
else  in  the  world,  and  a  voice  th,-  :  sounded  always 
in  his  ears.     But   the   work  was  done  before  he 
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rose  from  his  cliiiir,  though  he  showed  a  haggard 
visHge  us  he  bent  uljove  his  cimdles  to  blow  them 
out. 

It  was  eleven  o'clock ;  C'railey  had  not  come  back, 
and  Tom  knew  that  his  liglit-hearted  friend  would 
not  return  for  many  hours;  and  so,  having  no  mind 
to  read,  and  no  belief  that  he  could  if  he  tried,  he 
went  out  to  walk  the  streets.  lie  went  down  to  the 
river  first,  and  stood  for  a  little  while  ga/ing  at  the 
ruins  of  the  two  warehouses,  and  that  was  like  a 
man  with  a  headache  beating  his  skull  against  a 
wall.  As  he  stood  on  the  blackened  wharf,  he  saw 
how  the  charred  beams  rose  above  him  against  the 
sky  like  a  gallows,  and  it  seemed  to  him  that  noth- 
ing couhl  have  been  a  better  symbol,  for  here  he 
had  lianged  his  self-respect.  "Reproach  her!" 
He,  who  had  so  displayed  his  imbecility  before  her! 
Had  he  been  her  father's  iKst  friend,  he  should  have 
had  too  great  a  sense  of  shame  to  dare  to  sj)eaL  to 
her  after  that  night  when  her  quiet  intelligence  had 
exhibited  him  to  himself,  and  to  all  the  world,  as 
nought  ( '  e  than  a  fool — and  u  noisy  one  ut 
that ! 
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Stuhlijily  n  sliuddiT  convulsed  liini ;  lio  struck  liis 
open  piiln;  across  his  I'ortlioul  nv.tl  spoke  aloud, 
while,  from  hori/oii  to  hori/on,  the  nl^ht  air  <rrew 
thick  with  the  whispered  laughter  of  ohserving 
liohgohliiis: 

"  And  even  if  there  had  been  no  stairway,  wo 
could  have  slid  down  the  hose-line!  " 

lie  retraced  his  step's,  a  tall,  gray  figure  moving 
slowly  through  the  blue  darkness,  and  his  lips 
formed  the  heart-sick  slia(h)w  t)f  a  smile  when  he 
found  that  he  had  unconsciously  turned  into  Carewc 
Street.  Presently  he  came  to  a  gfip  in  a  hedo-e, 
through  which  he  had  sometimes  stolen  to  hear  the 
sound  of  a  harp  and  a  girl's  voice  singing;  but  he 
did  not  enter  there  to-night,  though  he  paused  a 
moment,  his  head  bowed  on  his  breast. 

There  came  a  sound  of  voices ;  they  seemed  to  be 
moving  toward  the  hedge,  toward  the  gap  where 
he  stood;  one  a  man's  eager,  (piick,  but  very 
musical ;  the  other,  a  girl's,  a  rich  and  clear  contralto 
that  passed  into  Tom's  soul  like  a  jjsalm  of  rejoic- 
ing and  like  a  scimitar  of  flame.  He  shivered,  and 
moved  away  quickly,  but  not  before  the  man's  voice, 
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sonuwliat  louder  for  flic  inoiiunt,  cuiiif  disHnctly 
from  the  other  ^ide  of  the  lied^e  : 

"  After  all,"  said  tlie  voice,  with  n.  ripple  of 
laii^difer,  "  after  nil,  weren't  you  a  little  hard  oti 
that  poor  .Mr.  (Jray?  " 

'i'oin  di<l  not  understand,  but  he  knew  the  voice. 
It  was  that  of  Crailey  (Jray. 

He  heard  the  >aine  voice  a^ain  that  ni^ht,  and 
a^ain  stood  unseen.  Lon^  after  midnight  he  was 
still  trainf)in;f  the  streets  on  his  lf)nely  rounds, 
when  he  chanced  to  pass  the  Ilouen  House,  which 
hostelry  hore,  to  the  uninitiated  eye,  the  appear- 
ance of  havin;.f  clo^ed  its  doors  upon  all  hospitali- 
ties for  the  ni^ht,  in  strict  compliance  with  the  law 
of  the  city  fathers,  yet  a  slender  wand  of  hri^dit 
li^lif  iimkI'^  '"■  discovered  underneath  the  street 
do.  r  of  the  Ijar-room. 

From  within  the  merry  retreat  issued  an  uproar 
of  slioutino-.  raucous  lauffhter  and  the  j)oundin^  of 
glasses  on  tahio,  himldinr?  all  too  phiinly  the 
hypocri-y  of  the  landlord,  and  possibly  that  of  the 
city  fathers  al<o.  Tom  knew  what  companv  was 
gathered  there:  gamblers,  truckmen,  drunken  farin- 
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ITS,  imri  from  I  Ik-  rivor  .stcmmTs  iimking  riot  while 
their  bouts  liiv  nt  tho  uhurf,  with  n  iiioth-y  j;iithcr- 
iiif^  of  ^oo«l-f()r  nothings  of  thf  l)iick-iilKvs,  uiid 
tipphn^  clri'k'  )m  tht'  Main  Strtrt  stores.  Tluro 
cuiiK'  loud  (  rirs  tor  a  soiiir,  unci,  in  iinswcr,  tlu'  voicf 
of  CniiUv  rost'  ovir  the  ^itural  din,  somewhat 
hoarse,  hikI  never  so  niusieiil  when  he  sung  as  when 
bespoke,  vet  s(»  toiuhin^  in  its  draniatie  tenderness 
that  soon  the  noise  fell  away,  and  the  roisterers 
sat  (jiiiitly  to  listen.  It  was  not  the  first  time 
Ben  Jonson's  son^  had  stilled  a  disreputable  com- 
pany. 

*'  T sint  thre  liiti'  a  ro.ii/  irritifh, 
A'«/  .vo  inufh  hiiHiiriiKj  tliir. 
An  iji,  ii:;l  It.  tllii  /liilie  tliilt  Ihire 
It  miijhl  nut  ipitliernl  he." 

Perhai)s,  just  then,  \'anrevel  would  have  wished 
to  hear  him  siii^  anythiii<f  in  the  world  rather  than 
that,  for  on  Crailey's  lips  it  carried  too  niueh  niean- 
inf^  t()-ni^!it,  after  the  voice  in  the  garden.  And 
Tom  lingered  no  more  near  the  betraying  sliver  of 
light  beneath  the  door  than  he  had  by  the  gap  in 
tlic  hedge,  but  went  st'adily  on  his  way. 
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Not  far  from  Ha-  lioli'l  he  jiasMcl  a  stii.ill  InvUl- 
in^  hri^hflv  li^litcd  and  tclidiii^  with  uiiuMial 
rlainors  of  industry  :  tlif  oiIi»(  of  tlu  Uoimi  .h.nirual. 
'I'lif  priss  was  f^oiti^',  and  Mr.  ('unmiiii;j;>\  tliin 
(i^iirr  crossed  and  recrossed  the  windows,  while  liis 
voice  could  be  heard  energetically  hiddin^  his  as- 
sistants to  "Look  alive!"  so  that  Tom  ima;4iii,  d 
that  something'  mi^ht  liave  happi  iied  hetwi.  n  the 
Nueces  Uiver  and  the  Rio  (irande;  hut  li.  did  not 
.stop  to  ask  the  journalist,  for  he  desind  t()  h(  hold 
the  face  of  none  of  his  friends  until  Ik>  had  fought 
out  some  thinifs  within  himself.  So  he  strode  on 
towurd  nowhere. 

Day  was  breaking  when  Mr.  (Jray  cllmhed  the 
stairs  to  his  room.  There  were  two  fli^rhts,  the 
ascent  of  the  first  of  which  occupied  ahout  half 
an  hour  of  Crailey's  invaluable  time;  and  the 
second  nii^rht  have  taken  more  of  it.  or  possibly 
consumed  the  ;rreater  part  of  the  mornin<r,  h.id  ho 
received  no  assistance.  Hut,  as  he  reclined  to  med- 
itate upon  the  first  landing,  another  man  eiiti  red 
the  hallway  from  without,  ascendid  quickly, 
and  Crailey  became  pleasantly  con.scious  that  two 
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strong  liands  hud  lifted  him  to  his  feet;  and,  pres- 
ently, that  he  was  heiig  borne  aloft  upon  the  new- 
c-onur's  back.  It  seemed  quite  a  journey,  yet  the 
motion  was  sootIiin<r,  so  he  made  no  effort  to  open 
his  eyes,  until  he  found  himself  gently  deposited 
upon  the  eoueh  in  his  own  chamber,  when  he 
•sMiilid  annahly,  and,  looking  up,  discovered  his 
Jjartrier  standing  over  him. 

Tom  was  very  pale  and  there  were  deep,  violet 
scrawls  beneath  his  eyes.  For  once  in  his  life  lie 
had  come  home  later  than  Crailev. 

'*  First  time,  you  know,"  said  (Vailey,  with  dif- 
ficulty. '•  You'll  .admit  first  time  romplctd//  inca- 
pable ?  Often  needed  guiding  hand,  but  never — 
quite — before." 

"  Yes,"  said  Tom,  (piietly,  "  It  is  the  first  time 
I  ever  saw  you  (|uite  fii.ished." 

"Think  I  must  be  growing  old  and  constitution 
refuses  bear  it.  Disgraceful  to  be  seen  in  condition, 
yet  celebration  justified.  H'rah  for  the  news!"  lie 
waved  his  hand  wildly.  "  Okl  red,  white,  and  blue ! 
American  eagle  ?iow  kindly  proceed  to  scream  !  Star- 
spangled  banner  intends  streaming  to  all  the  trade 
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winds!     Sea  to  soa!    (llorious  victories  on  political 
thieving  exhil)ition— no,  expedition  !  Evervbody  not 
responsible  for  tlie  trouble  to  go  and  get  himself 
patriotically  killed!" 
"What  do  you  mean?" 

"  Water!  "  said  the  other,  feebly.  Tom  brought 
the  ])itcher,  and  C'railey,  setting  his  hot  h'ps  to 
it,  drank  long  and  dee[)ly ;  then,  with  his  friend's 
assistance,  he  tied  a  heavily  moistened  towel 
round  his  head.  "  All  right  very  soon  ,uid  sober 
again,"  he  nuittered,  and  lay  back  upon  the  })ilIow 
with  eyes  tightly  cloNcd  in  iin  intense  effort  to  con- 
centrate his  will.  When  he  opened  them  again, 
four  or  five  minutes  later,  they  had  marvellously 
cleared  and  his  look  was  self-contained  and  sane. 

"Haven't  you  heard  the  news.:"'  He  sj)oke 
much  more  easily  now.  "  It  came  at  mitlnight  to 
the  Jourmd." 

"  No;  I've  been  walking  in  the  country." 
"  The  Mexicans  crossed  the  Rio  Grand(>  on  the 
twenty-sixth    of    last    month,    captured    Ca})tain 
Thornton    and    nuirdered    Colonel    Crook.      That 
means  war  is  certain." 

[  201  ] 


^: 


I'   :  ■ 


{ 


1  ^ 
It 

f  ^ 


The  Txco  Vanrrvcls 

**  It  lias  been  certain  for  a  loriff  time,"  said  Tom. 
"  Polk  has  forced  it  from  the  first." 

"  Then  it's  a  devil  of  a  pity  he  can't  be  the  only 
man  to  die  !  " 

"  Have  tluv  called  for  volunteers?  "  asked  Tom, 
goiii;;-   toward   thi-  door. 

"  No;  hut   if  the  news  is  true,  they  will." 

*' Vis,"  said  Tom;  and  as  he  reached  the  hall- 
v,;iy  he  paused.      "  ('an  I  help  you  to  undress?  " 

"Certainly  not!"  Crailiy  sat  up,  indignantly. 
"Can't  you  ser  that  I'm  j)crfectly  sober?  It  was 
the  merest  temporary  tit,  and  I've  siiaken  it  off. 
Don't  you  see?"  Ilr  <^ot  upon  his  fei't,  staf:r- 
fifered,  but  shook  himself  like  a  do<r  comin<T  out  of 
the  water,  and  came  to  the  door  with  infirm  steps. 

"  You're  <;i)in'^  to  bed,  aren't  you?  "  asked  Tom. 
"  You'd  nuich  better." 

*'  No,"  answered  Crailey.     "  Are  you?  " 

*'  No.     I'm  ^oing  to  work." 

"You've  beeii  all  up  night,  too,  haven't  you?" 
Crailey  put  his  hand  on  the  other's  shoulder. 
"  Were  you  hunting  for  me?  " 

"  No;  not  lust  night." 
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Crailey  lurcliod  suddiiily,  uiid  Tom  cuuffht  him 
ubout.  tile  Wiiist  to  stemly  him. 

"  Hwcc't heart iiiff,  tipphn/^,  viii^t-vt-uii,  or  })okiT, 
eh,  Tom?  "  he  shouted,  thickly,  with  a  wild  liiu^h. 
"  iia,  ha,  old  simi^-f'ace,  up  to  ni/j  had  trieks  at 
last!"  But,  rec()verin<^  himself  immediately,  he 
})ushed  the  other  off  at  arm's  Ieii<fth,  and  slaj)})t(l 
himself  smartly  on  the  Ijrow.  "Never  mind;  all 
right,  all  right — only  a  had  wave,  now  and  then. 
A  walk  will  make  me  more  a  man  than  ever." 

"  You'd  much  better  go  to  hed,  ("railey." 

"  I  ciin't.  I'm  going  to  change  my  clothes  and 
go  out." 


Wl 


iv." 


C'railey  did  not  answer,  hut  fit  that  moment  the 
Catholic  church-hell,  summoning  tlie  faithful  to 
mass,  j)ealed  loudly  on  the  morning  air;  and  tin.' 
steady  glance  of  'I'om  Var.nvel  rested  upnu  the 
reckless  eyes  of  the  man  beside  him  as  they  listened 
together  to  its  insistent  call.  Tom  said,  gently, 
almost  timidly: 

"  You  have  an — engagement?  '* 

This   time   the   an>wtr  came  briskly.      "Yes;  I 
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promised  to  take  Fandion  to  the  oeiuctery  l^forc 
brcakfust,  to  place  some  flowers  on  the  grave  of 
the  little  brother  who  died.  This  happens  to  be 
his  birthday." 

It  was  Tom  who  averted  his  eyes,  not  Crailoy. 

"  Then  you'd  best  hurry,"  he  said,  hesitatingly; 
"  I  mustn't  keep  you,"  and  went  downstairs  to  his 
office  with  flushed  cheeks,  a  hanging  head,  and  an 
expression  which  would  have  led  a  stranger  to  be- 
lieve that  he  had  just  been  caught  in  a  lie. 

He  went  to  the  Main  Street  window,  and  seated 
himself  upon  the  ledge,  the  only  one  in  the  room 
not  too  dusty  for  occupation;  for  here,  at  this 
hour,  Tom  had  taken  his  place  every  morning 
since  Elizabeth  Carewe  had  come  from  the  convent. 
The  window  was  a  coign  of  vantage,  commanding 
the  corner  of  Carewe  and  Main  streets.  Some  dis- 
tance west  of  the  corner,  the  Catholic  church  cast 
its  long  shadow  across  Main  Street,  and,  in  order 
to  enter  the  cliurch,  a  person  who  lived  upon 
Carewe  Street  must  pass  the  corner,  or  else  make 
a  half-mile  detour  and  approach  from  the  other 
direction — which  the  person  never  did.     Tom  had 
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tliought  it  out  the  first  night  that  the  image  of 
^Sliss  lietty  had  kept  liiiii  jiwuki' — and  that  was  the 
first  nigl  .  Miss  C'arewo  spent  in  Rouen — tlie  St. 
Mary's  girl  would  he  sure  to  go  to  mass  every  day» 
wliich  was  why  the  window-ledge  was  dusted  the 
next  morning. 

The  glass  doors  of  the  little  corner  drug-store 
caught  the  early  sun  of  the  hot  May  morning  and 
became  hke  sheets  of  polished  brass;  a  farmer's 
wagon  rattled  down  the  dusty  street:  a  group  of 
Irish  waitresses  from  tlie  hotel  made  the  board- 
walk rattle  under  their  luirried  steps  as  they  went 
toward  the  church,  talking  busily  to  one  another; 
and  a  blinking  youth  in  his  shirt-sleeves,  who  wore 
the  air  of  one  newly,  but  not  gladly,  risen,  began 
to  struggle  mournfully  with  the  shutters  of  Mad- 
rillon's  bank.  A  moment  later,  Tom  heard  Crailey 
come  down  the  stairs,  sure  of  foot  and  humming 
lightly  to  himself.  The  doer  of  the  office  was 
closed;  Crailey  did  not  look  in,  but  presently  ap- 
peared, smiling,  trim,  immaculate,  all  in  white 
linen,  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  street,  and  offered 
badinage  to  the  boy  who  toiled  at  the  shutters. 
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The  bell  had  almost  cojiscd  to  ring  wlicn  ii  lady, 
dressed  plainly  in  black,  but  graceful  and  tall, 
came  rajjidlj  out  of  Carewe  Street,  turned  at  the 
corner  by  the  little  drug-store,  and  went  toward 
the  church.  The  boy  was  left  staring,  for  Crailey's 
banter  broke  off  in  the  middle  of  a  word. 

He  overtook  her  on  the  church  steps,  and  they 
went  in  together. 

That  afternoon  Fanchon  Bareaud  told  Tom 
liow  beautiful  her  betrothed  had  been  to  her;  he 
had  brought  her  a  great  bouquet  of  violets  and 
lilies-of-the-valky,  and  had  taken  her  to  the  ceme- 
tery to  j)lace  them  on  the  grave  of  her  baby  broth- 
er, whose  birthday  it  was.  Tears  came  to  Fan- 
chon's  eyes  as  she  spoke  of  her  lover's  goodness, 
and  of  how  wonderfully  he  had  talked  as  they 
stood  beside  the  little  irrave. 

"  lie  was  the  only  one  who  remembered  that  this 
was  poor  tiny  Joan's  birthday!"  she  said,  and 
sobbed.  "  He  came  just  after  breakfast  and  asked 
me  to  go  out  there  with  him." 
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MR.  CAREWE  returned,  one  warm  May 
afternoon,  by  the  six  o'clock  boat,  whidi 
was  son  etinies  a  day  late  and  soinetiints 
a  few  hours  early ;  the  latter  contingency  arising, 
as  in  the  present  instance,  when  the  owner  was 
aboard.  Nelson  drove  him  from  the  wharf  to  the 
bank,  where  he  conferred  briefly,  in  an  undertone, 
with  Eugene  Madrillon ;  after  which  Eugene  sent 
a  note  containing  three  words  to  Tappingham 
Marsh.  :Marsh  tore  up  the  note,  and  sauntered 
over  to  the  club,  where  he  found  General  Trunible 
and  Jefferson  Bareaud  amicably  discussing  a 
pitcher  of  cherry  bounce. 

"  He  has  come,"  said  Tappingham,  pleased  to 
find  the  pair  the  only  occupants  of  the  place. 
"  He  saw  Madrillon,  and  there's  a  session  to- 
night." 

"Praise  the  Lord!"  exclaimed  the  stout  Gcn- 
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oral,  risin^r  to  his  IVet.     "  I'll  soo  old  Chcnowclh 
at  oncf.     My  finders  liavL-  the  itch." 

"  And  mine,  too,''  said  Bareaud.  "  I'd  begun 
to  think  we'd  never  jiave  a  go  with  him  again." 

"  You  must  .-ee  that  Crailey  conies.  We  want  a 
full  table.  Drag  him,  if  you  can't  get  him  any 
other  way." 

"  He  won't  need   urging,"  said  Jefferson. 

"  But  he  cut  us  last  time." 

"He  won't  cut  to-night.     What  hour.'" 

"  Nine,"  answered  Tapj)ingham.  "  It's  to  be  a 
full  sitting,  remember." 

"  Don't  fear  for  us,"  lauglied  Trumble. 

"Nor  for  Crailey,"  Jeff"erson  added.  "After 
so  long  a  vacation  you  couldn't  keep  him  away  if 
you  chained  him  to  the  court-house  pillars;  he'd 
tear  'em  in  two !  " 

"  Here's  to  our  better  fortunes,  tlien !  "  said  the 
old  soldier,  filling  a  glass  for  Tappingliam:  and, 
"  Here's  to  our  better  fortunes !  "  echoed  the  young 
men,  pouring  off"  the  gentle  liquor  heartily.  Hav- 
ing thus  made  libation  to  their  particular  god,  the 
trio  separated. 
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But  JtfFcrson  did  not  encounter  the  iilacritv  of 
acrcptdiu'c  he  expected  from  Cniilev,  when  he 
found  him,  half  an  hour  hitcr,  at  the  hotel  har.  In- 
deed, at  first,  Mr.  Gray  not  only  refused  outright 
to  go,  hut  seriously  urged  the  same  course  upon 
Jefferson;  moreover,  his  remonstrance  was  offered 
in  such  evident  good  faith  that  Bareaud,  in  the  act 
of  swallowing  one  of  his  large  dases  of  quinine, 
paused  with  only  half  the  powder  down  his  throat, 
gazing,  nonplussed,  at  his  prospective  hrother-in- 
]aw. 

"  Aly  immortal  soul !  "  he  gasped.  "  Is  this 
Crailey  Gray.?    What's  the  trouble .»  " 

"  Nothing,"  replied  Crailey,  quietly.  "  Only; 
don't  go,  you've  lost  enough." 

"Well,  you're  a  beautiful  one!"  Jefferson  ex- 
claimed, with  an  incredulous  laugh.  "  You're  a 
master  hand ;  you,  to  talk  about  losing  enough !  " 

"  I  know,  I  know,"  Crailey  began,  shaking  his 
head,  "but " 

"  You've  promised  Fanchon  never  to  go  again, 
and  you're  afraid  Miss  Betty  will  see  or  hear  us, 
and  tell  her  you  were  there." 
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"  I  don't  know  Miss  Carewc." 

"  Then  you  nci dn't  fear ;  besides,  she'll  be  out 
when  we  eonie,  and  asKej)  when  we  go.  She  will 
never  know  we\e  been  in  tiie  house." 

'*  That  has  notliin<f  to  <lo  with  it,"  said  CVailey, 
impatiently;  and  he  was  the  more  earnest  because 
he  rememberid  the  daiifferous  geography  of  the 
Carewe  house,  whieli  made  it  impossible  for  anyone 
to  leave  the  eupola-rooni  exeept  i)y  the  long  hall 
which  })assed  certain  doors.  "  I  will  not  go,  and 
what's  more,  I  pronn'sed  Fanchon  I'd  try  to  keep 
you  out  of  it  lureafter." 

"  Lord,  but  we're  virtuous!  "  laughed  the  incred- 
ulous JetFerson.  *'  I'll  come  for  you  at  a  quarter 
to  nine." 

"  I  will  not  go,  I  tell  you." 

Jefferson  roared.  "  Yes,  you  will.  You  coiddn't 
keep  from  it  if  you  tried !  "  And  he  took  himself 
off,  laughing  violently,  again  promising  to  call  for 
C'railey  on  his  way  to  the  tryst,  and  leaving  him 
still  warmly  protesting  that  it  would  be  a  great 
folly  for  either  of  them  to  go. 

C'railey  looked  after  the  lad'.s  long,  thin  figure 
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witli  nil  expression  as  near  anger  us  he  ever  wore. 
"He'll  go,"  lu   said  to  hiniself. 

••  An<i  ah,  well— I'll  have  to  risk  it !  I'll  go  with 
him,  but  only  to  try  and  bring  him  away  early — 
that  is,  as  early  as  it's  safe  to  be  sure  that  they 
are  asleep  downstairs.  And  I  won't  play.  No, 
I'll  not  play;  I'll  not  play." 

He  paid  his  score  and  went  out  of  the  'lotel  by  a 
side  door.  Some  distanei-  up  the  street,  IJareavid 
was  still  to  he  seen,  lounging  homeward  in  the 
pleasant  afternoon  sunshine,  he  stop})ed  on  a 
forner  and  serenely  j)oured  another  quinine  pow- 
der into  himself  and  threw  the  ])aper  to  a 
eoujtle  of  j)igs  who  looked  up  from  tiie  gutter 
malieiously. 

"Confound  him!"  said  Cralley,  laughing  rue- 
fully. "  He  makes  nie  u  missionary — for  I'll  keep 
my  word  to  Fanehon  in  that,  at  least  !  I'll  look 
after  Jefferson  to-night.  Ah,  I  might  as  well  be 
old  Tom  Vanrevel,  indeed  !  " 

Meanwhile,  Mr.  Carewe  had  taken  possession  of 
his  own  again.  His  daughter  ran  to  the  door  to 
meet  him;  she  w  s  trembling  a  little,  and,  blushing 
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and  ,si)iiliii<r,  licld  out  both  licr  Immls  to  him,  so  that 
Mrs.  'I'unhorrv  vomd  this  was  tlic  hjvelitst  omiture 
in  the  world,  .iiid  the  kindest. 

Mr.  (  arowo  howid  sh'^htly,  as  to  an  anjuaint- 
nncc,  and  disri<rardod  tlic  extended  hands. 

At  that,  the  hhi>h  faded  from  Miss  Betty's 
clieiks;  she  frenihled  no  more,  and  a  .sahitaticm  as 
lev  as  her  father's  was  returned  to  iiini.  He  htnt 
his  heavy  brows  upon  her,  and  shot  a  bhick  glanoe 
her  way,  l)ein<r,  of  course,  immediatily  enraged  by 
her  reflect  ion  of  iiis  own  manner,  but  be  did  not 
speak  to  her. 

Nor  (b'd  he  once  address  her  (hiring  the  evening 
meal,  preferring  to  honor  Mrs.  Tardjerry  witli  his 
conversation,  to  that  (hphjmatic  huly's  secret  auger, 
but  outward  amusement.  She  cheerfully  neglected 
to  answer  him  at  times,  having  not  the  slightest  awe 
of  him,  and  turned  to  the  girl  instead ;  indeed,  .she 
was  only  prevented  from  rating  him  soundly  at  bis 
own  tabic  by  the  fear  that  she  might  make  the  sit- 
uation more  difficult  for  her  young  'liargc.  As 
soon  as  it  was  possible,  she  made  her  escape  with 
Miss  Betty,  and  tliey  drove  away  in  the  twilight  to 
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pay  visits  of  duty,  leaving  Mr.  Carcwo  frowning 
at  his  coffoo  on  the  veranda. 

Wlion  they  oamo  homo,  thn-o  hours  Inter,  Mi>s 
Betty  noticed  that  a  frinj^e  of  ilhiniinafio;!  bor- 
dered each  of  tlio  heavily  curtained  windows  in 
the  cupola,  and  she  uttered  an  exchunation,  for  slio 
had  never  known  tliat  room  to  he  lighted. 

"I>ook!"  she  cried,  touching  Mrs.  T.inherry's 
arm,  as  the  liorses  trotted  through  the  gntes  under 
a  drizzle  of  rain,  "  I  thought  the  room  in  the  cupola 
was  empty.  It's  always  locked,  and  when  I  came 
from  St.  Mary's  he  told  mc  that  old  furniture  was 
stored  there." 

Mrs.  Tanherry  was  grateful  for  the  darkness. 
"  He  may  have  gone  there  to  read,"  she  answend, 
in  a  queer  voice.  "  Let  us  go  quietly  to  bed,  child, 
so  as  not  to  disturb  him." 

Betty  had  as  little  desire  to  disturb  hor  father 
as  she  had  to  sec  him ;  therefore  she  obeyed  her 
friend's  injunction,  and  wont  to  her  room  on  tip- 
too.  The  house  was  very  silent  as  she  lit  the  can- 
dles on  her  bureau.  Outside,  the  gentle  drizzle 
and  the  soothing  tinkle  from  the  eaves  were  the 
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only  sounds ;  within,  there  was  but  the  faint  rustle 
of  garments  from  Mrs.  TanLcrry's  room.  Pres- 
ently the  latter  ceased  to  be  heard,  and  a  wooden 
moan  of  protest  from  the  four-poster  upon  which 
the  good  lady  reposed,  announced  that  she  had 
drawn  the  curtains  and  wooed  the  rulers  of  Nod. 

Although  it  was  one  of  those  nights  of  which 
they  say,  "  It  is  a  good  night  to  sleep,"  Miss  Betty 
was    not   drowsy.     She   had   half-unfastened    one 
small  sandal,  but  she  tied  the  ribbons  again,  and 
seated  herself  by  the  open  window.    The  ledge  and 
casement  framed  a  dim  oblong  of  thin  light  from 
the    candles    behind    her,    a    lonely    lustre,    which 
crossed  the  veranda  to  melt  shapelessly  into  dark- 
ness on  the  soggy  lawn.   She  felt  a  melancholy  in 
the  softly  falling  rain  and  wet,  black  foliage  that 
chimed  with   the  sadness  of  her  own  spirit.     The 
night  suited  her  very  well,  for  her  father's  coming 
had  brought  a  weight  of  depression  with  it.     Whv 
could  he  not  have  s{)oken  one  word  to  lur,  ovc  n  k 
cross  one.?     She  knew  that  he  did  not  love  h,  r,  yet, 
merely  as  a  fellow-being,  she  was  entitled  to  a  meas- 
ure  of  courtesy;   and   the   fact   that  she    was   his 
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daughter  could  not  excuse  his  failure  to  render  it. 
Was  she  to  continue  to  live  with  him  on  their  pres- 
ent terms?  She  had  no  intention  to  make  another 
effort  to  alter  them;  but  to  remain  as  they  were 
would  be  intolerable,  and  Mrs.  Tanberry  could  not 
stay  forever,  to  act  as  a  buffer  between  her  and  her 
father.  Teering  out  into  the  dismal  ni^ht,  she 
found  her  own  future  as  black,  and  it  seemed  no 
wonder  that  the  Sisters  loved  the  convent  life;  that 
the  pale  nuns  forsook  the  world  wherein  there  was 
so  much  useless  unklndness;  where  women  were 
petty  and  jealous,  like  that  cowardly  Fanchon,  and 
men  who  looked  great  were  tricksters,  like  Faii- 
chon's  betrothed.  Miss  Betty  clenched  hor  delicate 
fingers.  She  would  not  remember  that  white, 
startled  face  again! 

Another  face  helped  her  to  shut  out  the  recollec- 
tion: that  of  the  man  who  had  come  to  mass  to 
meet  her  yesterday  morning,  and  with  whom  she 
had  taken  a  long  walk  afterward.  He  had  shown 
her  a  quaint  old  English  gardener  who  lived  on  the 
bank  of  the  river,  had  bought  her  a  bouquet, 
and  she  had  helped  him  to  select  another  to  send  to 
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a  sick  friend.  How  bciutiful  the  flowers  were,  and 
liow  liappy  lie  imd  made  the  niornhiff  for  her,  with 
his  gayety,  Iiis  hghtness,  ancJ  his  odd  wisdom !  Was 
it  only  yesterday?  Her  father's  coming  had  made 
yesterday  a  fortnight  old. 

But  the  continuously  pattering  rain  and  the  soft 
drip-drop  from  the  roof,  though  as  nmurnful  as 
she  chose  to  find  tl>em,  began,  afterwhile,  to  weave 
their  somnolent  spells,  and  she  slowly  drifted  from 
reveries   of   unhappy   sorts,   into  lialf-drcams,  in 
wliich  she  was  still  aware  she  was  awake;  yet  slum- 
ber,  lieavy-eyed,   stirring   from   the   curtains   he- 
side    her   with    the   s„,all   night   breeze,    breathed 
strange    distortions    upon    familiar    things,    and 
drowsy  impossibilities  moved  upon  the  surface  of 
her  thoughts.     Her  chin,  resting  upon  her  hand, 
sank  gently,  until  her  head  almost  lay  upon  her 
relaxed  arms. 

'*  That  is  mine,  Crailcy  Gray!  " 

She  sprang  to  her  feet,  immeasurably  startled, 

one  hand  clutching  the  back  of  her  chair,  the  other 

tremulously  pressed  to  her  cheek,  convinced  that 

her  father  had  stooped  over  her  and  shouted  the 
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sentence  in  her  ear.  For  it  was  his  voice,  and  the 
house  riin^r  witli  the  words ;  all  the  rooms,  halls,  and 
even  the  walls,  seemed  still  murmurous  with  the  sud- 
den sound,  like  the  tingling  of  a  IkII  after  it  has 
been  struck.     And  yet — everything  was  quiet. 

She  pressed  her  fingers  to  her  forehead,  try- 
ing to  mitanglc  the  maze  of  dreams  which  had 
evolved  this  shock  for  her,  the  sudden  clamor  in 
her  father's  voice  of  a  name  she  hated  and  hoped 
never  to  hear  again,  a  name  she  was  trying  to  for- 
get. But  as  she  was  unable  to  trace  anything 
which  had  led  to  it,  there  remained  only  the  con- 
clusion that  her  nerves  were  not  what  they  should 
be.  The  vapors  having  Ijccome  obsolete  for  young 
ladies  as  an  explanation  for  all  unpleasant  sensa- 
tions, they  were  instructed  to  have  "  nerves."  This 
was  Miss  Betty's  first  consciousness  of  her  own,  and, 
desiring  no  greater  acquaintance  with  them,  she 
told  herself  it  was  unwholesome  to  fall  asleep  in  a 
chair  by  an  open  window  when  the  night  was  as  sad 
as  she. 

Turning  to  a  chair  in  front  of  the  small  oval 
mirror  of  her  bureau,  she  unclasped  the  brooch 
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which  held  hor  lace  collar,  and,  seating  herself,  bc- 
j^an  to  unfasten  her  hair.     Suddenly  she  paused, 
her  uplifted  arms  falling  mechanically  to  her  sides. 

Someone  was  coming  through  the  long  hall  with 
a  soft,  almost  inaudible  step,  a  step  which  was  not 
her  father's.  She  knew  at  once,  with  instinctive 
certainty,  that  it  was  not  he.  Nor  was  it  Nelson, 
who  would  have  shuffled;  nor  could  it  be  tlu  vain 
Mamie,  nor  one  of  the  other  servants,  for  they  did 
not  sleep  in  the  house.  It  was  a  step  more  like  a 
woman's,  though  certainly  it  was  not  Mrs.  Tan- 
berry's. 

Betty  rose,  took  a  candle,  and  stood  silent  for  a 
moment,  the  heavy  tresses  of  her  liair,  half-un- 
loosed, falling  upon  her  neck  and  left  shoulder  like 
the  folds  of  a  dark  drapery. 

At  the  slight  rustic  of  her  rising,  the  steps 
ceased  instantly.  Her  heart  set  up  a  wild  beating 
and  the  candle  shook  in  her  hand.  But  she  was 
brave  and  young,  and,  following  an  irresistible  im- 
pulse, she  ran  across  the  room,  flung  open  the  door, 
and  threw  the  light  of  the  candle  '"nto  the  hall, 
holding  it  at  arm's  length  before  her. 

['J18] 
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She  came  almost  face  to  face  with  Crailcy  Gray. 

The  blood  went  from  his  cheeks  as  a  swallow 
flies  down  from  a  roof;  he  started  back  against  the 
opposite  wall  with  a  stifled  groan,  while  she  stared 
at  him  blankly,  and  grew  as  deathly  pale  as  he. 

He  was  a  man  of  great  resource  in  all  emergen- 
cies which  required  a  quick  tongue,  but,  for  the 
moment,  this  was  beyond  him.  He  felt  himself  lost, 
topj)ling  backward  into  an  abyss,  and  the  uselcss- 
ness  of  his  destruction  made  him  physically  sick. 
For  he  need  not  have  been  there ;  he  had  not  wished 
to  come;  he  htu\  well  counted  the  danger  to  him- 
self, and  this  one  time  in  his  life  h  xd  gone  to  the 
cupola-room  out  of  good-nature.  But  Bareaud 
had  been  obstinate  and  Crailcy  had  come  away 
alone,  hoping  that  Jefferson  might  follow.  And 
here  he  was,  poor  trapped  rat,  convicted  and  ruined 
because  of  a  good  action !  At  last  ho  knew  con- 
sistency- to  be  a  jewel,  and  that  a  greedy  boy  should 
never  give  a  crust;  that  a  fool  should  stick  to  his 
folly,  a  villain  to  his  deviltry,  and  each  hold  his 
own ;  for  the  man  who  thrusts  a  good  deed  into  a 
life  of  lies  is  wound  about  with  perilous  passes,  and 
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in  his  devious  ways  a  thousand  unexpected  damna- 
tions spring. 

Beaten,  stunned,  hang-jawed  with  despair,  he 
returned  lier  long,  dumfounded  gaze  hopelessly 
and  told  the  truth  like  an  inspired  dunce. 

"I  came— I  came— to  bring  another  man 
away,"  he  whispered  brokenly;  and,  at  the  very 
moment,  several  lieavy,  half-suppressed  voices 
broke  into  eager  talk  overhead. 

The  white  hand  that  held  the  candle  wavered, 
an.l  the  shadows  glided  in  a  huge,  grotesque  dance. 
Twice  she  essayed  to  speak  before  she  could  do  so, 
at  the  same  moment  motioning  him  back,  for  he  had 
made  a  vague  gesture  toward  her. 

"  I  am  not  faint.  Do  you  mean,  away  from  up 
there.?  "     She  pointed  to  the  cupola-stairs. 

"  Ves." 

"Have — have  you  seen  my  father.?" 
The  question  came  out  of  such  a  depth  of  incred- 
ulousness  that  it  was  more  an  articulation  of  the 
lips  than  a  sound,  but  he  caught  it ;  and,  with  it, 
not  hope,  but  the  shadow  of  a  shadow  of  hope,  a 
hand  waving  from  the  far  shore  to  the  swimmer 

[  220] 


^-'  .^'v"'- 


h':l 


The  Room  in  the  Cupola 

who  hns  been  down  twice.     Did  she  fear  for  liis 
sake  ? 

"  No — I  huvc  not  isccn  him."  He  was  grojiing 
blindly. 

"  You  did  not  conic  from  that  room.?  " 

"  No." 

"  How  did  you  enter  the  house.''  " 

The  draught  through  the  hall  was  blowing  upon 
him;  the  double  doors  upon  the  veranda  had  been 
left  open  for  coolness.  "  There,"  he  said,  pointing 
to  them. 

"  But — I  heard  you  come  from  the  other  direc- 
tion." 

He  was  breathing  quickly ;  he  saw  his  chance — 
if  Jefferson  Bareaud  did  not  come  now. 

"  You  did  not  hear  mc  come  down  the  stairs." 
He  leaned  toward  her,  risking  it  all  on  that. 

"  No." 

"Ah!"  A  sigh  too  like  a  gasp  burst  from 
Crailey.  His  head  lifted  a  little,  and  his  eyes 
were  luminous  with  an  eagerness  tha^  was  almost 
anguish.  He  set  his  utmast  will  at  work  to  collect 
himself  and  to  think  hard  and  fast. 
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"  I  cnmo  here  rosolvid  fo  take  a  iii.ui  iiway, 
tome  wimt  would !  "  lie  said.  "  I  Umwd  the  door 
ojH'ii,  went  to  the  fwt  ot  tliat  stairwa^^;  then  I 
stopped.  1  reinemhered  soinethiii^;  I  turned,  and 
was  ^oin^'  nv;iv  'hen  j  .u  opined  the  door." 
"  Vou  renienil)ered  v.hat.''" 

Her  strained  attitude  did  not  relax,  nor,  to  his 
utmost  scrutinv,  was  the  complete  astonishment  of 
her  distended  ^aze  altered  one  whit,  hut  a  hint  of 
her  aeeustomed  hi<fh  eolor  'as  a^ain  upon  lier 
cheek  and  her  hp  tremhied  a  httk',  hke  that 
of  a  dnld  ahout  to  weep.  'I'he  flicker  of  hope 
in  his  breast  increased  prodi^riously,  and  the 
rush  of  it  took  tlie  breath  from  his  tliroat  and 
choked  him.  Gootl  God!  was  she  going  to  believe 
him .'' 

"  I  remembered — you !  " 
''  What 'i  "  she  said,  wonderingly. 
Art  returned  with  a  splendid  bound,  full-pin- 
ioned, his  beautiful  and  treacherous  Familiar  who 
had  deserted  him  at  the  crucial  instant;  but  she 
made  up  for  it  now,  folding  him  in  protective 
wings  and  breathing  through  his  spirit.     In  rapid 
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and  vehement  whispers  he  poured  out  the  words 
upon  tJie  girl  in  the  doorway. 

"  I  liave  a  friend,  and  I  would  hiy  down  my  hfe 
to  make  him  what  he  couhl  Jx-.  He  has  always 
thrown  every  tiling  away,  his  life,  his  talents,  all  his 
money  and  all  of  mine,  for  the  sake  of — throwing 
them  away!  Some  other  nmst  tell  you  ahout  that 
room;  but  it  has  ruined  my  friend.  To-night  I 
discovered  that  he  had  been  summonul  liere,  and  I 
made  up  my  mind  to  come  and  take  him  away. 
Your  father  has  sworn  to  shoot  me  if  I  set  foot  in 
his  house  or  on  ground  of  his.  Wc  II,  my  duty  was 
clear  and  I  came  to  do  it.  And  yet — I  stopj)cd  at 
the  foot  of  the  stair — iKcause— because  I  remem- 
bered that  you  were  Robert  Carewe's  daughter. 
What  of  you,  if  I  went  up  and  harm  came  to  mc 
from  your  father.^  For  I  swear  I  would  not  have 
touched  him!  You  asked  me  not  to  speak  of  '  per- 
sonal '  things,  and  I  have  obeyed  you ;  but  you  see 
I  must  tell  you  one  thing  now:  I  have  cared  for 
this  friend  of  mine  more  than  for  all  el.>e  under 
heaven,  but  I  turned  and  left  him  to  his  ruin,  and 
would  a  thousand  times,  rather  than  bring  trouble 
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upon    .vou!    'A    thousuiul    tiims?'    Ah!    I   swonr 
if  .sIkmiM  he  a  tliousniul  tiims  a  tlioiisMiul !  " 

IK'  lia<l  paradid  in  one  spoicli  from  the  prisoner's 
dock  to  CapuK't's  ^ankii,  and  \\vr  t-yos  wore  shiii- 
in^r  into  his  like  a  ^m-at  light  whi-n  ho  fiiu'shcd. 

"Go  (pnVkly,"  she  whispered.  "Go  quickly! 
Go  (luickly  I " 

"  But  do  you  understand?  " 

"  Not  yet,  hut  I  shell.  Will  you  ro?  They 
nii<;lit  come — my  father  might  come — at  any  mo- 
ment." 

'•  Hut " 

"  Do  you  want  to  drive  me  quite  mud.?  Please 
go !  "  She  laid  a  tremhling,  urgent  hand  upon  his 
sleeve. 

"  Never,  until  you  tell  me  that  you  liidcrstand," 
replied  Crailey  firmly,  listening  keenly  for  the 
slightest  sound  from  overhead.  "  Never— until 
then !  " 

"When  I  do  I  shall  tell  you;  now  I  only  know 
that  you  must  go." 

"  But  tell  me " 

"You  must  go!" 
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Thorc  was  n  sliiifHin^  dl"  clKiirs  on  the  floor  over- 
head, (ukI  Cniiley  went.  He  went  even  more  Imstily 
than  nii^ht  have  h(  ( ii  ex|Krted  from  tie  adaman- 
tine attitude  he  liad  just  previously  assumed. 
llealizin«r  this  as  he  reached  the  wet  path,  lie  risked 
stealing  round  to  her  wimlow  : 

"  For  i/our  mkc!  "  he  hreatlied ;  and  havln^r  {|,us 
forestalled  any  trifling  imperfection  which  mi^ht 
arise  in  her  recollection  of  his  exit  from  the  house, 
he  disappeared,  kissing  his  hand  to  the  rain  as  he 
ran  down  the  street. 

Miss  Betty  locked  her  dfK)r  and  pulled  close  the 
curtains  of  her  window.  A  ruimirous  hut  careful 
sound  of  footsteps  came  from  the  hall,  went  by  her 
door  and  out  across  the  veranda.  Silently  she 
waited  until  she  heard  her  father  ^'o  alone  to  his 
room. 

She  took  the  candle  and  went  in  to  Mrs.  Tan- 
berry.  She  set  the  light  upon  a  tahle,  pulled  a 
chair  close  to  the  hedside,  and  {)l;ic((l  her  cool  h.iiid 
lightly  on  the  great  lady's  forehead. 

"Isn't  it  very  late,  child.''  Why  arc  you  not 
asleep  ?  " 
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"  Mrs.  T/uilii  rry,  I  want  to  know  why  tlioro  was 
a  light  in  thi-  iiipohi-rooni  to-night?  " 

"  What?  "  Mrs.  Tanhi-rry  rolKd  liorsolf  as  np- 
right  as  pos-ihli',  and  sat  with  hhnking  lyos. 

"  I  want  to  know  what  I  am  sure  you  know,  and 
what  I  am  sure  everybody  knows,  except  me.  What 
were  they  doing  tlierc  to-night,  and  what  was  the 
quarrel  between  Mr.  \anre\il  and  my  father  that 
had  to  do  with  Mr.  Gniv?  " 

Mrs.  Tanbeny  gazed  earnestly  into  the  girl's 
face.    After  a  long  time  she  said  in  a  gentle  voico: 

"  Child,  has  it  come  to  matter  that  much?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  Miss  Betty. 
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TOM  VANKENEL  always  wont  to  the-  post- 
office  soon  after  the  morning  distribution 
of  tfio  mail ;  that  is  to  say,  ulxjut  ten 
o'clock,  and  returned  with  the  letters  for  the  firm 
of  Gray  and  \anrevel,  both  [nrsonal  and  official. 
Crailey  and  he  shared  everything,  even  a  box  at 
the  post-office;  and  in  front  of  this  box,  one  morn- 
ing, after  a  night  of  rain,  Tom  stood  staring  at  a 
white  envelope  bearing  a  small,  black  seal.  The 
address  was  in  a  writing  he  had  never  seen  before, 
but  the  instant  it  fell  under  liis  eye  he  was  struck 
with  a  distinctly  pleasurable  excitement. 

Wliethcr  through  some  spiritual  exhalation  of 
the  writer  fragrant  on  any  missive,  or  because 
of  a  Imndred  microscopic  impressions,  there  arc 
analysts  who  arc  able  to  select,  fiom  a  pile  of  let- 
ters written  by  women  (for  the  writing  of  women 

I  ^'^:  j 


I  A 


f  y 


m 


PI  I 


The  Two  Vanrcvcls 
exhibits  certain  pheiioiTicna  more  detenninably  than 
that  of  men)   those  of  the  prettiest  or  otherwise 
most  attractive.     And  out  upon  the  lover  who  does 
not  recognize  his  mistress's  hand  at  the  first  glimpse 
ever  he  has  of  it,  without  post-mark  or  other  infor- 
mation to  aid  him!     Thus  Vanrevel,  worn,  hollow- 
eyed,  and  sallow,  in  the  Rouen  post-office,  held  the 
one  letter  separate  from  a  dozen  (the  latter  not,  in- 
deed, from  women),  and  stared  at  it  until  a  little 
color  came  back  to  his  dark  skin  and  a  great  deal  of 
brightness  to  his  eye.     He  was  no  analyst  of  hand- 
writings, yet  it  came   to  him   instantly   that  this 
note  was  from  a  pretty  woman.      To  see  that  it  was 
from  a  woman  was  simple,  but  that  he  knew— and 
he  did  know— that  she  was  pretty,  savors  of  the  oc- 
cult.    More  than  this:  there  was  something  about 
it  that  thrilled  him.     Suddenly,  and  without  rea- 
son, he  knew  that  it  came  from  Elizabeth  Carewe. 

He  walked  back  quickly  to  his  office  with  the  let- 
ter in  the  left  pocket  of  his  coat,  threw  the  bundle 
of  general  correspondence  uj)on  his  desk,  went  up  to 
the  floor  above,  and  paused  at  his  own  door  to  lis- 
ten.   Deep  breathing  from  across  the  hall  indicated 
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that  Mr.  Gray's  soul  was  still  encased  In  slumber, 
and  great  was  its  need,  as  Tom  had  found  his  part- 
ner, that  morning  at  five,  stretched  upon  the  horse- 
hair sofa  in  the  office,  lamenting  the  emptiness 
of  a  bottle  which  had  been  filled  with  fiery  Bourbon 
in  the  afternoon. 

Vanrcvel  went  to  bis  own  room,  locked  the  door, 
and  took  the  letter  from  his  pocket.      He  held  it 
between   bis   fingers   carefully,   as  though   it   were 
alive    and    very    fragile,    and    he    looked    at     it 
a  long  time,  holding   it   first  in  one   hand,  then 
in  the  otiier,  before  he  opened  it.     At  last,  how- 
ever, after  examining  all  the  blades  of  bis  pocket- 
knife,  he  selected  one  brighter  than  the  others,  a„d 
loosened  the  flap   of  the  envelope  as   gently  and 
carefully  as  if  it  had  been  the  petal  of  a  ro^e-bud 
that  he  was  opening. 


"Deaii  Mr.   Vavre^t:!.: 

"  I  believed  you  last  nipht.  thouph  I  did  not  understand. 
Rut  I  understand,  now-everythinp-and.  bitter  to  me  as  the 
truth  is.  I  must  show  you  plainly  that  I  know  .ill  of  it,  nor  ean 
I  rest  until  I  ,lo  show  you.  I  want  you  to  answer  this  letter- 
though  I  must  not  see  you  apain  for  a  long  time-and  in  your 
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answer  yoii  must  set  me  right  if  I  am  anywljcrc  mistaken  in 
what  I  have  learned. 

"At  first,  and  until  after  the  seeond  time  we  met,  I  did  not 
beheve  in  your  heart,  thuugli  I  did  in  your  mind  and  humor. 
Even  since  then,  there  have  eome  strange,  small,  inexplica- 
ble niistrustings  of  you,  but  now  I  throw  them  all  away  antl 
trust  you  wholly.  Monsieur  Citizen  Georges  Mcilhae  !— I  shall 
always  think  of  you  in  those  impossible  garnishments  of  my 
poor  great -uncle,  and  1  persuade  myself  that  he  must  have  been 
a  little  like  you. 

"  I  trust  you  because  1  have  heard  the  story  of  your  profoimd 
go<x1ncss.  The  first  reason  for  my  father's  dislike  was  your 
belief  in  freedom  as  the  right  of  all  men.  Ah,  it  is  not  your 
pretty  exaggerations  and  llattcries  (I  laugh  at  them!)  that 
speak  for  you,  but  your  career,  itself,  and  the  brave  things 
you  have  done.  My  father's  dislike  flared  into  hatred  liecause 
you  worsted  him  when  he  discovered  that  he  could  not  success- 
fully defend  the  wrong  against  you  and  fell  back  upon  sheer 
insult. 

"  He  is  a  man  whom  I  do  not  know — strange  as  that  seems 
a.s  I  write  it.  It  is  only  to  you,  who  have  taught  me  so 
much,  that  I  could  write  it.  I  have  tried  to  know  him  and  to 
realize  that  I  am  his  daughter,  but  we  are  the  coldest  acquaint- 
ances, that  is  all ;  and  I  i  unnot  see  how  a  change  could  come. 
1  do  not  understand  him  ;  least  of  all  do  I  understand  why  he  is 
a  gambler.  It  has  been  explained  to  me  that  it  is  his  great  pas- 
sion, but  all  I  comprehend  in  these  words  is  that  tliey  are  full 
of  shame  for  his  daughter. 
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"This  is  what  was  told  me:  he  ha.s  always  played  heavily 
and  sltilfully-adding  muth  to  his  est-ite  in  tliat  way-mul  in 
Iloueii  always  with  a  certain  coterie,  which  was  joined,  several 
years  a^o,  by  the  man  you  came  to  save  l;ist  night. 

"  Your  devotion  to  Mr.  Gray  hiis  been  the  most  beautiful 
thing  in  your  hfe.  I  know  aU  that  the  town  knows  of  tliat.  ex- 
cept the  thousand  hidden  sacrifices  you  have  made  for  him, 
those  things  which  no  one  will  ever  know.  (And  yet,  you  see, 
1  know  them  after  all !)  For  your  sake,  because  you  love  him. 
I  will  not  even  call  him  unworthy. 

"  I  have  heard— from  one  who  told  unwillingly— the  story  of 
the  night  two  years  ago,  when  the  play  ran  so  terribly  high  : 
and  how,  in  the  morning  when  they  went  away,  all  were  poorer 
except  one,  their  host !— how  Mr.  Gray  had  nothing  left  in  the 
world,  and  owed  my  father  a  great  sum  which  was  to  be  paid 
in  twenty-four  hours  ;  how  you  took  everything  you  had  saved 
in  the  years  of  hard  work  at  your  profession,  and  Iwrrowed 
the  rest  on  your  word,  and  brought  it  to  my  father  that  after- 
noon ;  how,  when  you  had  paid  your  friend's  debt,  you  uskcd 
my  father  not  to  play  with  Mr.  Gray  again  ;  and  my  father 
ni.ide  tiiat  his  excuse  to  send  you  a  challenge.  You  lauirhcd  at 
the  challenge— and  you  could  afford  to  kugli  ;it  it. 

••  But  this  is  all  shame,  shame  for  Robert  Curcw.'s  daughter. 
It  seems  to  me  that  I  should  hide  and  not  lift  my  h(  ad  ;  that  I, 
being  of  my  father's  blood,  could  never  li.ok  you  in  the  face 
again.  It  is  so  unspeakably  painful  and  ugly.  I  think  of  my 
father's  stiff  i)ride  and  his  l(..)k  of  the  e;igle.— and  he  stiil  plays 
with  your  friend,  iilmost  always    '  successfully ! '    And  your 
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friend  stiU  comes  to  play !— but  I  wiU  not  speak  of  that  side 
of  it. 

"  Mr.  Gray  has  made  you  poor,  but  I  know  it  was  not  that 
which  made  you  come  seeking  him  last  night,  when  I  found 
you  there  in  the  haU.     It  was  for  his  sake  you  came-and  you 
went  away  for  mine.     Now  that  I  know,  at  last-now  that  I 
have  heard  what  your  life  has  been  (and  oh  I  heard  so  much 
more  than  I   have  written  !)-now   that  my  eyes  have  been 
opened  to  see  you  as  you  are.  I  am  proud,  and  glad  and  humble 
that  I  can  believe  that  you  felt  a  friendship  for  me  strong 
enough  to  have  made  you  go  '  for  my  sake.'    You  wiU  write 
to  me  just  once,  won't  you?  and  tell  me  if  there  was  any 
error  in  what  I  listened  to  ;  but  you  must  not  come  to  the  gar- 
den.    Now  that  I  know  you,  I  cannot  meet  you  clandestinely 
again.     It  would  hurt  the  dignity  which  I  feel  in  you  now, 
and  my  own  poor  dignity— such  as  it  is !     I  have  been  ear- 
nestly warned  of  the  danger  to  you.     Besides,  you  must  let  me 
test  myself.     I  am  all  fluttering  and  frightened  and  excited. 
You  will  obey  me,  won't  you  r— do  not  come  until  I  send  for 

y*'"-  EUZABETH    CaREWE." 


Mr.  Gray,  occupied  with  his  toilet  about  noon, 
heard  his  partner  descending  to  the  office  with  a 
Jieavv  step,  and  issued  from  his  room  lo  call  a 
hearty  greeting.  Tom  looked  back  over  his  shoul- 
der and  repHed  cheerily,  though  with  a  certain  em- 
birrassment;   hut    Crailey,   catching   sight   of   his 
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face,  uttered  a  sharp  ejaculation  and  came  down 
to  him. 

"Why,  what's  the  matter,  Tom?  You're  not 
going  to  be  sick?  You  look  like  the  devil  and  all!  " 
"  I'm  all  right,  never  fear !  "  Tom  laughed,  evad- 
ing the  other's  eye.  "  I'm  going  out  in  the  coun- 
try on  some  business,  and  I  dare  say  I  shall  not  be 
back  for  a  cou})le  of  days;  it  will  be  all  up  and 
down  the  county."  He  set  down  a  travelling-bag 
he  was  carrying,  and  offered  the  other  his  hand. 
"  Good-by.» 

"  Can't  I  go  for  you?   You  don't  look  able " 

"  No,  no.  It's  something  I'll  have  to  attend  to 
myself." 

"  Ah,  I  suppose,"  said  Crailey,  gently,  "  I  sup- 
pose it's  important,  and  you  couldn't  trust  me  to 
liandle  it.  Well — God  knows  you're  right!  I've 
shown  you  often  enough  how  incompetent  I  am  to 
do  anything  but  write  jingles  !  " 

"  You  do  some  more  of  them — without  the  whis- 
key, Crailey.  They're  worth  more  than  all  the  law- 
ing  Gray  and  Vanrcvel  have  ever  done  or  ever  will 
do.     Good-by — and  be  kind  to  yourself." 
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He  descended  to  the  first  binding,  and  then, 
"  Oh,  Cralley,"  he  called,  with  the  air  of  having 
forgotten  something  he  had  meant  to  say. 

"Yes.  Tom?" 

"  This  morning  at  the  post-office  I  found  a  let- 
ter addressed  to  me.  I  opened  it  and — "  He  hesi- 
tated, and  uneasily  shifted  his  weight  from  one  foot 
to  the  other,  with  a  feeble,  deprecatory  laugh. 

"Yes,  what  of  it?" 

"  Well — there  seemed  to  be  a  mistake.  I  think 
it  must  have  been  meant  for  you.  Somehow,  she — 
she's  picked  up  a  gootl  many  wrong  impressions, 
and,  Lord  knows  how,  but  she's  mixed  our  names  up 
and — and  I've  left  the  letter  for  you.  It's  on  my 
table." 

He  turned  and  calling  a  final  good-by  over  his 
shoulder,  went  clattering  noisily  down  to  the  street 
and  vanished  from  Crailey's  sight. 

Noon  found  Tom  far  out  on  the  National  Road, 
creaking  along  over  the  yellow  dust  in  a  light 
wagon,  between  bordering  forests  that  smelt  spicily 
of  wet  underbrush  and  May-apples ;  and,  here  and 
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there,  when  they  would  emerge  from  the  woods  to 
cleared  fields,  liberally  outlined  by  long  snake- 
fences  of  black  walnut,  the  steady,  jog-trotting 
old  horse  lifted  his  head  and  looked  interested  in 
the  world,  but  Tom  never  did  either.  Habitually 
upright,  walking  or  sitting,  straight,  keen,  and 
alert,  that  day's  sun  saw  him  drearily  hunched 
over,  mile  after  mile,  his  forehead  laced  with  lines 
of  pain.  He  stopped  at  every  farm-house  and 
cabin,  and,  where  the  young  men  worked  in  the 
fields,  hailed  them  from  the  road,  or  hitched  his 
horse  to  the  fence  and  crossed  the  soft  furrows  to 
talk  with  them.  At  such  times  he  btood  erect 
again,  and  spoke  stirringly,  finding  eager  listeners. 
There  was  one  question  they  asked  him  over  a  d 
over : 

"  But  are  you  sure  the  call  will  come?  " 
"  As  sure  as  that  we  stand  here ;  and  it  will  come 
before  the  week  is  out.     We  must  be  ready !  " 

Often,  when  he  left  them,  they  would  turn  from 
the  work  in  hand,  leaving  it  as  it  was,  to  lie  un- 
finished in  the  fields,  and  make  their  way  slowly  and 
thoughtfully  to  their  homes,  while  Tom  climbed 
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into  his  creaking  little  wagon  once  more,  only  to 
fall  into  the  same  dull,  hunched-over  attitude.  He 
had  many  things  to  think  out  before  he  faced  Rouen 
and  Crailey  Gray  again,  and  more  to  fight  through 
to  the  end  with  himself.  Three  days  he  took  for  it, 
three  days  driving  through  the  soft  May  weather 
behind  the  kind,  old  jog-trotting  horse;  three  days 
on  the  road,  from  farm-house  to  farm-house  and 
from  field  to  field,  from  cabin  of  the  woods  to  cabin 
in  the  clearing.  Tossing  unhappily  at  night,  he  lay 
sleepless  till  dawn,  tliough  not  because  of  the  hard 
beds;  and  when  daylight  came,  journeyed  steadily 
on  again,  over  the  vagabond  little  hills  that  had 
gypsied  it  so  far  into  the  prairie-land  in  their  wan- 
derings from  their  range  on  the  Ohio,  and,  passing 
the  hills,  went  on  through  the  flat  forest-land,  al- 
ways hunched  over  dismally  in  the  creaking 
wagon. 

But  on  the  evening  of  the  third  day  he  drove 
into  town,  with  the  stoop  out  of  his  shoulders  and 
the  lustre  back  in  his  eyes.  He  was  haggard,  gray, 
dusty,  but  he  had  solved  his  puzzle,  antl  one 
thing  was  clear  in  his  mind  as  the  thing  that  he 
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would  do,  lie  patted  the  old  horse  a  hearty  fare- 
well as  he  left  him  with  the  liveryman  from  whom 
he  had  hired  him,  and  strode  up  Main  Street  with 
the  air  of  a  man  who  is  going  somewhere.  It  was 
late,  hut  there  were  more  lights  than  usual  in  the 
windows  and  more  people  on  the  streets.  Boys  ran 
shouting,  while,  here  and  there,  knots  of  men  argued 
loudly,  and  in  front  of  the  little  corner  drug-store 
a  noisily  talkative,  widely  gesticulative  crowtl  of 
fifty  or  more  had  gathered.  An  old  man,  a  cohhier, 
who  had  left  a  leg  at  Tippecanoe  and  replaced  it 
with  a  wooden  one,  chastely  decorated  with  designs 
of  his  own  carving,  came  stumping  excitedly  down 
the  middle  of  the  street,  where  he  walked  for  fear 
of  the  cracks  in  the  wooden  pavement,  which  were 
dangerous  to  his  art-leg  when  he  came  from  the 
Rouen  House  har,  as  on  the  present  occasion.  He 
hailed  Tom  hy  name. 

"  You're  the  lad,  Tom  Vanrevel,"  he  shouted. 
"  You're  the  man  to  lead  the  boys  out  for  the  glory 
of  the  State!  You  git  the  whole  blame  Fire  De- 
partment out  and  enlist  'em  before  morning! 
Take  'em  down  to  the  Rio  Grande,  you  hear  mc? 
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And  you  needn't  be  nfraid  of  their  puttin'  it  out, 
if  it  ketches  afire,  neither!  " 

Tom  waved  his  hand  and  j)assed  on ;  but  at  the 
open  doors  of  the  Catholic  Church  he  stoppeil  and 
looked  up  and  down  the  street,  and  then,  unno- 
ticed, entered  to  the  dim  interior,  where  the  fo»v 
candles  showetl  only  a  bent  old  woman  in  bla«k 
kneeling  at  the  altar.  Tom  know  where  Elizabeth 
Carewe  knelt  each  morning:  he  stepped  softly 
through  the  shadowy  silence  to  her  place,  knelt, 
and  rested  his  head  upon  the  rail  of  the  bench  be- 
fore him. 

The  figure  at  the  altar  raised  itself  after 
a  time,  and  the  old  woman  limped  slowly  up  a  side 
aisle,  mumbling  her  formulas,  courtesying  to  the 
painted  saints,  on  her  way  out.  The  very  thinnest 
lingerings  of  incense  hung  on  the  air,  seeming  to 
Tom  like  the  faint  odor  that  might  exhale  from  a 
lieavy  wreath  of  marguerites,  worn  in  dark-brown 
hair.  Yet,  the  place  held  nothing  but  peace  and 
good-will.  And  he  found  nothing  else  in  his  own 
heart. 
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The  street  was  quiet  wlicn  ho  emerged  from  that 
lorn  vigil;  thi  corner  groups  hud  dissolved;  shout- 
ing youths  no  longer  patrolled  the  sidewalks.  Only 
one  quarter  showed  signs  of  life:  the  little  club- 
house, where  the  windows  still  shown  brightly,  and 
whence  came  the  sound  of  many  voices  settling  the 
destinies  of  the  United  States  of  America.  Thither 
Tom  bent  his  steps,  thoughtfully,  and  with  a  quiet 
nn'nd.  There  was  a  small  veranda  at  the  side  of 
the  house;  litre  he  stood  unobserved  to  look  in 
upon  his  noisy  and  agitated  friends. 

They  were  all  there,  ""rom  the  old  General  and 
Mr.  Bareaud,  to  the  hitter's  son,  Jefferson,  and 
young  Frank  Chcnoweth.  They  were  gathered 
about  a  big  table  upon  which  stood  a  punch-bowl, 
and  Truniblc,  his  brow  as  angry  red  as  the  liquor 
in  the  cup  he  held,  was  proposing  a  health  to  the 
President  in  a  voice  of  fury. 

"  In  spite  of  all  the  Crailcy  Grays  and  traitors 
this  side  of  liell !  "  lie  finished  politely. 

Crailey  emerged  instantaneously  from  the  gen- 
eral throng  and  mouii'  d  a  chair,  tossing  liis  light 
hair  back  from  his  fori  he.ul,  his  eyes  sparkling  and 
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luippy.    "  You  find  your  own  friiiuls  alniuly  m-cu- 
j)y!ii^'  the  place- you  lucntioiUHl,  do  you,  (iciicral?  " 
hv  asked. 

(Jtncral  Trumblc  stampi'd  an<I  sliook  his  fist. 
"  You're  a  sjKiwn  of  Aaron  Burr!  "  he  vociferated. 
"  There's  not  a  man  here  to  stand  by  your  infernal 
dottrines.  You  sneer  at  your  own  State,  you  sneer 
at  your  own  country,  you  defile  the  sacred  ground! 
What  are  you,  by  the  Almighty,  who  attack  your 
native  land  in  this,  her  hour  of  peril !  " 

"Peril  to  my  native  land!"  laughed  Crailey. 
"From  Santa  Amia?" 

"  The  General's  right,  sir,"  exclaimed  the  elder 
Chenoweth  indignantly,  and  most  of  the  listeners 
appeared  to  agree  with  him.  "  It's  a  poor  time  to 
abuse  the  President  when  he's  called  for  volunteers 
and  our  country  is  in  d.-inger,  sir !  " 

"\Vlio  is  in  danger?"  answered  Crailey,  lifting 
liis  hand  to  still  the  clamor  of  approbation  that 
arose.  "  Is  Polk  in  danger?  Or  Congress?  But 
that  would  be  too  much  to  hope !  Do  you  expect  to 
SCO  the  (Ireasers  in  Washington?  No,  you  idiots, 
you    don't!     Yet    there'll    be    plenty    of    men    to 
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suffer  and  die;  and  Hu'  first  should  be  those 
who  thrust  this  war  on  us  and  poor  little 
Mt'xioo;  but  it  won't  Ik-  ihvy;  the  nan  wlio'll 
do  the  fighting  and  d^^ing  will  be  the  country 
boys  and  the  like  of  us  from  the  towns,  while 
Mr.  Polk  sits  planning  at  the  White  House  how  he 
can  get  elected  again.  I  wish  Tom  were  here,  con- 
found you!  You  listen  to  him  because  he  always 
has  the  facts  and  I'm  just  an  embroiderer,  you 
think.  What's  become  of  the  gaudy  campaign  cry 
you  were  all  wearing  your  lungs  out  with  a  few 
months  ago?  *  Fifty-four-forty  oi  fight!'  Bah! 
Polk  twisted  the  lion's  tail  with  that  until  after 
election.  Then  he  saw  he  had  to  make  you  forget 
it,  or  fight  England  and  be  ruined,  so  he  forces  war 
or  Mexico,  and  the  country  does  forget  it.  That's 
it:  he  asks  three  regiments  of  volunteers  from  this 
State  to  die  of  fevers  and  get  shot,  so  that  he  can 
steal  another  country  and  make  his  own  elect  him 
again.  And  you  ask  me  to  drink  the  health  of  the 
politician  who  sits  at  home  and  sends  his  fellow- 
men  to  die  to  fix  his  rotten  jobs  for  him?  "  Crailey 
had  persuaded  himself  into  such  earnestness,  that 
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the  depth  of  his  own  fccHiig  almost  cliokcd  him, 
but  he  finished  roundly  in  his  beautiful,  strong 
voice:  "  I'll  drink  for  the  good  punch's  sake— but 
that  health?— I'll  see  General  Trumble  in  heaven 
before  I'll  drink  it !  " 

There  rose  at  once  a  roar  of  anger  and  disap- 
proval, and  Crailey  became  a  mere  storm  centre 
amid  the  upraised  hands  gestulating  madly  at  him 
as  he  stood,  smiling  again,  upon  his  chair. 

"This  comes  of  living  with  Tom  Vanrcvel!" 
shouted  the  (Joneral  furiously.  "This  is  his 
damned  Abolition  teaching!  You're  only  his  echo; 
you  spend  half  your  life  playing  at  being  \  an- 
rcvel !  " 

"Where  Is  Vanrevel.?"  said  Tappingham 
Marsh. 

"Ay,  where  is  he!  "  r/iged  Trumble,  hammering 
the  table  till  the  gl  isses  rang.  "  Let  him  come  and 
answer  for  his  own  teaching;  it's  wasted  time  to  talk 
to  this  one ;  he's  only  the  pupil.  Where  is  the  trai- 
tor?" 

"Here,"  answered  a  voice  from  the  doonvay; 
and  though  the  word   was  spoken  quietly  it  was 
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nevertheless,  at  that  juncture,  silencing.  Everyone 
turned  toward  the  door  as  Vanrevel  entered.  But 
the  apoplectic  General,  whom  Crallcy's  speech  had 
stirred  to  a  fury  beyond  control,  almast  leaped  at 
Tom's  thoat. 

"  Here's  the  tea-sipping  old  Granny,"  he  bel- 
lowed hoarsely.  (He  was  ordinarily  very  fond  of 
Tom. )  "  Here's  the  master !  Here's  the  man  whose 
example  teaches  Crailey  Gray  to  throw  nmd  at  the 
flii^'.  He'll  stay  here  at  home  with  Crailey,  of 
course,  and  throw  more,  while  the  others  boys  march 
out  to  die  under  it." 

"  On  the  contrary,  General,"  answered  Tom, 
raising  his  voice,  "  I  think  you'll  find  Crailey  Gray 
the  first  to  enlist,  and  as  for  myself,  I've  raised 
sixty  men  in  the  country,  and  I  want  forty  more 
from  Houen,  in  order  to  offer  the  Governor  a  full 
company.  So  it's  come  to  'the  King,  not  the 
man  ' ;  Polk  is  a  pitiful  trickster,  but  the  country 
needs  her  sons ;  that's  enough  for  us  to  know ;  and 
while  I  won't  drink  to  James  Polk  " — he  j)lunged 
a  cup  in  the  bowl  and  drew  it  out  brimming— 
**  I'll  empty  this  to  the  President!  " 
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It  was  then  thnt  from  fifty  throats  the  long,  wild 
shout  wont  up  that  stirred  Rouen,  and  woke  the 
people  from  their  midnight  beds  for  half  a  mile 
around. 
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The  Firm  of  Graij  and  Vanrcvcl 

FOR  the  first  time  it  was  Craiky  who 
sat  waitinjj  for  Tom  to  come  home.  In 
a  chair  drawn  to  his  purtncr's  desk  in 
the  dusty  office,  he  lialf-rechncd,  arms  on  tiie 
desk,  liis  chin  on  his  rh'nched  fists.  'I'o  redeem 
tlie  gloom  he  had  lit  a  single  candle,  which 
painted  him  dimly  against  the  coinjjlete  darkntss 
of  his  own  shadow,  like  a  very  old  portrait  whoso 
ha.kground  time  has  solidified  into  shapeless 
browns;  the  portrait  of  a  fair-haired  gentleman, 
the  cavalier,  or  the  Manjuis,  one  might  havf  said 
at  first  glance;  not  describing  it  innnediatilv  as 
that  of  a  poet,  for  there  was  no  mark  of  art  upon 
Crailey,  not  even  in  iiis  hair,  for  they  all  wore  it 
rather  long  then.  Yet  I  her.'  was  a  mark  upon  him, 
never  more  vivid  than  as  lie  sat  waiting  in  the  loiieli- 
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n.'ss  of  tlint  ni^'Iit  lor  Tom  Vanrcvel ;  though  what 
thi-  iiiiirk  was  ,111(1  what  its  significaiK-e  might  have 
boon  j)uz/liiig  to  (kHiic.  l'i.r!uij)s,  after  all,  Fa.ichon 
Barcaud  had  disc-ribid  it  lust  when  she  tohl  Crailey 
one  day,  with  a  sudden  hint  of  api)rehensive  tears, 
that  lie  had  a  "  look  of  late." 

ToMi  took  his  own  time  in  coming;  he  had  staved 
at   the  club  to  go   over   his   lists~s„   he   had   told 
Crailey— with  the  (J.  nera!  and  old  Har.aud.     His 
company    was    almost    <ompIete,    and    Cralhy    had 
been  the  first  to  volunteer,  to  the  <lumf\.undlng  of 
Trumble,  who  hud   proceeded   t,,   drink    l,is   health 
again  and  again.      Hut   tlw  li>fs  .ould   n..f   d.tain 
Tom  two  hours,  ('rail,  y  kn.w.  and  it  was  two  iiours 
since  the  n.  w  volunteer-  had  sung  "  The  Star  Span- 
gled Banner"  over  th,.  last  <>f  the  p„„,.h,  and  U:u\ 
left   the  club  to  T(mi  and  the  tw..  old  men.      ()„lv 
once  or  twice  in  that  time  had  Crail.y  shift. d   hi.s 
poMtion,  or  alt.n.l  the  direeti,.n  of  his  ^f   jra/.  at 
nothing.     Hut  at  last  )„.  rose,  went  to  th,.  win.low 
and,  leaning  far  out.  lookerl  d„w„  th.-  stn.t  lowanl 
the  little  club-house.      Its  lights  w.n    .Kt  in^niisiM-d 
and  all  was  dark  upanddow   the  -,  n.  t.     Aluiiptlv 
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Crailcy  went  back  to  the  desk  and  blew  out  tbe 
candle,  after  whicb  be  sat  down  again  in  tbe  same 
position.  Twenty  nn'nutcs  later  be  board  Tom's 
step  on  tbe  stair,  coming  up  very  softly.  Crailcy 
waited  in  silence  until  bis  partner  reacbed  tbe  land- 
ing, tben  relit  tbe  candle. 

"  Tom,"  be  called.  "  Come  in,  please,  Tvc  been 
waiting  for  you." 

Tberc  was  a  pause  l)efore  Tom  answered  from  tbe 
ball : 

"  I'm  very  tiretl,  Crailey.  I  tbiiik  I'll  go  up  to 
bed." 

"  No,"  said  Crailey,  "  come  In." 

Tbe  door  was  already  open,  but  Tom  turned 
toward  it  reluctantly.  He  stopped  at  tbe  tbresbold 
and  tbe  two  looked  at  eacb  otlur. 

"  I  tbougbt  you  wouldn't  coine  as  long  as  you 
believed  I  was  up,"  said  Crailey,  "  so  I  blew  out  tbe 
ligbt.     I'm  sorry  I  kept  you  outsitje  so  long." 

"  Crailey,  I'm  ^^oing  away  to-morrow,"  tbe  other 
began.  "  I  am  to  go  over  and  see  tbe  Ctovernor  and 
offer  bim  tbis  company,  and  to-nigbt  I  need  sleep, 

so  please " 
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"  No,"  interrupted  Crailej  quietly,  "  I  want  to 
know  what  you're  going  to  do." 

'*  To  do  about  what?" 

"  About  me." 

"  Oil !  "  Tom's  eyes  fell  at  once  from  his  friend's 
face  and  rested  upon  the  floor.  Slowly  he  walked 
to  the  de^k  and  stood  in  embarrassed  contemi)lation 
of  the  littered  books  and  pa])ers,  while  the  other 
waited. 

"  I   think    it's  best   for  you   to   tell   me,"   said 
Cniiley. 

"Vou  think  so?"  Tom's  embarrassment  in- 
creased visibly,  and  there  was  mingled  with  it  an 
odd  appoaniiKT  of  apprehension,  probably  to  re- 
lievo which  he  very  delilKTatdy  took  two  long  che- 
'cots  from  his  poeket,  laid  one  on  the  desjl  for 
Crailey  and  lit  the  other  himself,  with  extreme 
carefulness,  at  the  eandle.  After  this  ceremonial 
he  (iragiTod  a  chair  to  the  window,  tilted  back  in  it 
••-!'  I^is  feet  on  the  low  sill,  his  back  to  the  thin 
''';.:l't  and  his  friend,  and  said  in  a  slow,  gentle 
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"  I  suppose  you  mean  that  I  ought  to  offer  my 
explanation  first,"  said   the  other,  still  standing. 
*•  Well,  there  isn't  any."     He  did  not  speak  dog- 
gedly or  sullenly,  as  one  in  fault,  but  more  with  the 
air  of  a  man  curiously  ready  to  throw  all  possible 
light  upon  a  cloudy  phenomenon.    '*  It's  very  sim- 
ple— all  that  I  know  about  it.     I  went  tliere  first 
on  the  evening  of  the  Madrillon  mascjuerade  and 
played  a  little  comedy  for  her,  so  that  some  of  my 
theatrical  allusions — they  weren't  very   illuminat- 
ing !— to  my  engagement  to  Fanchon,  made  her  be- 
lieve I  was  ^'anrevel  when  her  father  told  her  about 
the  pair  of  us.     I  discovered  that  the  night  his 
warehouses  burned — and  I  saw  something  more,  be- 
cause I  can't  help  seeing  such  things:  that  yours 
was  just  the  character  to  appeal  to  a  young  girl 
fresh  from  the  convent  and  full  of  honesty  and 
fine  dreams  and  fire.  Nobody  couhl  arrange  a  more 
fatal  fascination  for  a  girl  of  nineteen  th-iii  to  have 
a  deadly  quarrel  with  her  father.     And  that's  es- 
pecially true  when  the  father's  like  that  mad  brute 
of  a  Bob  Curewe!     Then,  too,  you're  mon  or  it  >.s 
tlie  town  model  of  virtue  and  pojHilar  hero,  in  spite 
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of  the  Abolitionism,  just  as  I  uin  the  town  scamp. 
So  I  let  it  go  on,  and  played  a  little  at  being  you, 
saying  the  things  that  you  only  think— that  was 
all.     It  isn't  strange  that  it's  ksted  until  now,  not 
more  than  three  wcrks,  after  all.    She's  only  seen 
you  four  or  five  times,  and  me  not  much  oftener. 
No  one  speaks  of  you  to  her,  and  I've  kept  out  of 
sight  when  others  were  about.     Mrs.  Tanberry  is 
her  only  close-  friend,  and,  naturally,  wouldn't  be 
apt  to  mention  that  you  arc  dark  and  I  am  fair,  or 
to  describe  us  personally,  any  more  than  you  and  I 
would  mention  the  general  ajjpearance  of  people 
we  both  meet  about  town.     But  you  needn't  tell  mo 
that  it  can't  last  much  longer.     Some  petty,  unex- 
pected trifle  will  turn  up,  of  course.     All  that  I 
want  to  know  is  what  you  mean  to  do.'' 

"  To  do?  "  rej)eated  Tom  softly,  and  blew  a  long 
scarf  of  smoke  out  of  the  window. 

'  Ah !  "  Crailoy's  voice  grew  sharp  and  loud. 
Tluiv  are  many  things  you  needn't  tell  me!  Vou 
nccl  not  tell  me  what  I've  done  to  you— nor  what 
you  think  of  me!  V„u  „oed  not  tell  me  that  you 
have  others  to  consider;  that  you  have  ^^i^s  Carewc 
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to  think  of.  Don't  you  suppose  I  know  that? 
And  you  need  not  tell  nie  that  you  have  a  duty  to 
Fanchon " 

"  Yes,"  Tom  broke  in,  his  tone  not  quite  steady. 
"  Yes,  I've  thought  of  that." 

"Well?" 

*'  Have    you — did    you — "    he    hesitated,    but 
Crailey  undcrstocwl  ininiodiately. 
No;  I  haven't  seen  her  again." 
Hut  you- 


»» 


"  Yes — I  wrote.     I  answered  the  letter." 


"  As- 


Yes;  I  signed  your  name.  I  told  you  that  I 
had  just  let  things  go  on,"  Crailey  answered,  with 
an  impatient  movement  of  his  hands.  "  What  are 
you  going  to  do?" 

"  I'm  going  over  to  see  the  Governor  in  the 
morning.  I'll  he  away  two  or  three  days,  I  im- 
agine." 

"Vanrovol!"  oxolaimed  Crailey  hotly,  "Will 
you  give  me  an  answer  and  not  heat  about  the  bush 
any  longer?  Or  do  you  mean  that  you  refuse  to 
answer?  " 
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Tom  (Iroppod  his  cigar  upon  the  brick  window- 
IcdKo  with  an  abjy-.smal  sigh.     "  Oh,  no.  it  isn't 
tlmt,"  he  answered  n.iidly.    «  IVe  been  thinking  it 
ull  over  for  three  da^^s  in  the  country,  and  when  I 
got  back  to-night  I  found  that  I  had  come  to  a 
decision  uithouf  knowing  it,  and  that  I  had  come  to 
It  even  bt>lorc  I  started;  my  leaving  the  letter  for 
you  proved  it.   It's  a  little  like  this  Mexican  war,  a 
ni.xed-up  problem  and  only  one  thing  clear.  A  i^w 
schemers  have  led  the  country  into  it  to  increase 
tbe  slave-power  and  ,„ake  us  forget  that  we  threat- 
c«u,l    England   when    we   couldn't   carry    out    the 
tJ.reat.     And  yet,  if  y„u  look  at  it  broadly,  these 
"re  the  smaller  things  and  they  do  not  last      The 
means  by  which  the  country  grows  may  be  wrong, 
but  .ts  growth  is  right;  it  is  only  destinv,  working 
out  through  lies  and  bloo<l,  but  the  end  will  be 
K«K>d.     It  is  bound  to  happen  and  you  can't  stop 
<t.     I  believe  the  men  who  make  this  war  for  their 
own   uses   will  suffer  i„   hell-fire  for  it;   but   it   is 
";:•'••'  ""''  *''^''-^' '^  ""'-v  «n^-  tl.ing  I  can  see  as  the 
tlnng    for    „,e    to   ,lo.      They've   calle<l    ...e    every 
nmne  on  earth-and  the  san.e  with  you,  too.  Crai- 
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Icy— Ihchuw  I'm  un  AlM)liti()iii.st,  but  now,  wlutlicr 
the  country  has  sinned  or  not,  a  good  many  thou- 
sand men  have  got  to  do  the  bleeding  for  her,  and 
I  want  to  be  one  of  tliem.  Tliat's  the  one  thing 
that  is  plain  to  me." 

"  Ves,"  returnctl  Craik-y.  "  Voii  know  I'm  with 
you;  and  I  think  you're  always  right.  Yes;  we'll 
all  be  on  the  way  in  a  fortnight  or  so.  Dd  y„ij 
mean  you  won't  «iuarrel  with  me  because  of  that  ? 
Do  you  mean  it  would  be  a  poor  time  now,  when 
we're  all  going  out  to  take  our  chances  together?'  " 
"  Quarrel  with  you!  "  Tom  rose  and  came  to  the 
desk,  looking  across  it  at  his  friend.  "  Did  you 
think  I  might  do  that?" 
"  Ves— I  thought  so." 

"C'railey!"  And  now  Tom's  expression  showed 
di-speration ;  it  was  that  of  a  man  whose  apprehen- 
sions have  cuhninated  and  who  is  forced  to  face  a 
crisis  long  expected,  long  averted,  but  imminent 
at  last.  His  eyes  fell  from  Crailey'.-;  clear  gaze 
and  his  hand  fidgeted  among  the  papers  on  the 
desk. 

"  No,"  he  began  with  a  painful  lameness  and  hcs- 
l  -'-5^  J 


:  .1 


.:.i^'^..l 


MICROCOPY    RESOLUTION    TEST    CHART 

lANSI  and  ISO  TEST  CHART  No.  2l 


1.0 


I.I 


1.25 


'-lliii 

1 5  0      

1^  m 


1.4 


2.5 

[2.2 

2.0 
1.8 

1.6 


A     /1PPLIED  IM/1GE     Inc 


■ee.3  fas'  Mq."  Si'fe' 

;7'6!  48?  -  C?00  -  Pho-e 
(7' 6)  ;88  -  5989  -  Fo. 


The  Two  Vanrercls 
itation.     «  I  did  not  mean  It— no ;  I  meant,  that,  in 
the  same  way,  only  one  thing  in  this  other— this 
other  affair  that  seems  so  confused  and  is  such  a 
problem— only    one    thing    has    grown    clear.     It 
doesn't  seem  to  mc  that— that— »  here  he  drew  a 
deep   breath,   before  he  went  on  with   increasing 
nervousness-"  that  if  you  like  a  man  and  have 
lived  with  him  a  good  many  years;  that  is  to  say, 
if  you're  really  much  of  a  friend  to  him,  I  don't 
believe  you  sit  on  a  high  seat  and  judge  him.  Judg- 
ing, and  all  that,  haven't  much  part  in  it.    And  it 
seems  to  me  that  you've  got  yourself  into  a  pretty 
bad  mix-up,  Crailey." 

"  Yes,"  said  Crailey.  "  It's  pretty  bad." 
"  Well,"  Tom  looked  up  now,  with  an  almost 
tremulous  smile,  "  I  believe  that  is  about  all  I  can 
make  of  it.  Do  you  think  it's  the  part  of  your 
best  friend  to  expose  you.?  It  seems  to  me  that  if 
there  ever  was  a  time  when  I  ought  to  stand  by  you, 
it's  now." 

There  was  a  silence  while  they  looked  at  each 
other  across  the  desk  in  the  faint  light.  Tom's  eyes 
fell  again  as  Crailey  opened  his  lips. 
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"  And  in  spite  of  everything,"  Crailty  saiil 
breathlessly,  "  you  mean  that  you  won't  tell  ?  " 

"  How  could  I,  Crailoy  ?  "  said  Tom  Vanrevcl  as 
he  turned  awaj. 
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CHAPTER  XV 

JV/icn  June  Came 

"  MethoiKjhl  I  met  a  Damsd  Fair 
And  tears  were  in  her  eyes  ; 
Her  head  and  arms  were  hare, 
J  heard  her  hurstimj  siijlig. 

"  1  stoiip'd  and  looked  her  in  the  face, 
"/'was  then  she  sweetly  smiled. 
Her  features  shone  with  mournful  ijrace. 
Fur  more  than  Aalure's  child. 

"  With  diffident  and  downcast  eye. 
In  modest  tones  she  spoke; 
She  wijmd  a  tear  and  gave  a  siyh. 
And  then  her  silence  broke " 

SO  sang  Mrs.  Tanbcrry  at  the  piano,  reliev- 
ing   the    melancholy    whicli    i)os.ses.sccl    her; 
but    Nelson,   pausing   in   the   hall   to   listen, 
and  exceedingly  curious  concerning  the  promised 
utterance  of  tlie  Damsel  Fair,  was  to  suffer  disap- 
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When  June  Came 
polntnicnt,  as  the  ballad  was  broken  off  abruptly 
and  the  songstress  closed  the  piano  with  a  mon- 
strous clatter.  Little  doubt  may  be  entertained 
that  the  noise  was  designed  to  disturb  Mr.  Carewc, 
who  sat  upon  the  veranda  consulting  a  brown 
Trincijo,  and  less  that  the  intended  insult  was 
accomplished.  For  an  expression  of  a  vindictive 
nature  was  precipitated  in  that  (juartcr  so  sinml- 
tanoously  that  the  bang  of  the  piano-lid  am]  the 
curse  were  even  as  the  rei)ort  of  a  musket  and 
the  inmicdiatc  cry  of  the  wounded. 

Mrs.  Tanberry  at  once  debouched  upon  the 
piazza,  showing  a  vast,  clouded  countenance.  '*  And 
I  hope  to  heaven  you  already  had  a  headache !  " 
6he  exclaimed. 

"  The  courtesy  of  your  wish,  madam,"  Carewe 
replied,  with  an  angry  flash  of  his  eye,  "  is  «,„ly 
equalled  by  the  kindness  of  heaven  in  answering  it. 
I  have,  in  fact,  a  headache.  I  always  have,  nowa- 
days." 

"  That's  good  news,"  returned  the  lady  heartily. 
"  I  thank  you,"  retorted  her  host. 
"Perhaps   if  you  treat,  d  your   daughter   with 
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even  a  decent  Indian's  kind  of  politeness,  you'd  en- 
joy better  health." 

"  Ah!  And  in  what  failure  to  perform  my  duty 
toward  her  have  I  incurred  your  displeasure?" 

"  Where  is  she  now  ?  "  exclaimed  the  other  ex- 
citably.   "  Where  is  she  now.''  " 

"  I  cannot  say." 

"  Yes,  you  can,  Robert  Carewe !  "  IMrs.  Tan- 
berry  retorted,  with  a  wrathful  gesture.  "  You 
know  well  enough  she's  in  her  own  room,  and  so 
do  I — for  I  tried  to  get  in  to  comfort  her  when 
I  heard  lier  crying.  She's  in  there  with  the  door 
bolted,  where  you  drove  her!" 

"  I  drove  her!  "  he  sneered. 

"  Yes,  you  did,  and  I  heard  you.  Do  you  think 
I  couldn't  hear  you  raging  and  storming  at  her  like 
a  crazy  man?  When  you  get  in  a  temper  do  you 
dream  there's  a  soul  in  the  neighborhood  who 
doesn't  know  it  ?  You're  a  fool  if  you  do,  because 
they  could  have  heard  you  swearing  down  on  Main 
Street,  if  they'd  listened.  What  are  you  trying  to 
do  to  her? — break  her  spirit.'' — or  what?  Because 
vou'll  do  it,  or  kill  her.     I  never  heard  anybody 
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cry  so  hefirt-brokciily."  Hltl"  the  ^rood  woiiwm's 
own  I'vcs  filled.  "What's  fhe  use  of  pretend- 
ing?" she  went  on  sorrowfully.  "You  ii.iven't 
spoken  to  her  kindly  sinei'  you  nune  home.  Do 
you  sui)j)ose  I'm  blind  to  that.^  You  weren't  n 
b.id  husb.'uid  to  the  poor  child's  mother;  why  eiin't 
you  be  H  good  father  to  her.^  " 

"  Perhaps  you  might  begin  by  asking  her  to  be 
a  good  daughter  to  nie." 

"What  has  she  done?" 

"  The  night  before  I  went  away  she  ran  to  a 
fire  and  behaved  there  like  a  common  street  hoyden. 
T)ie  ladies  of  the  Carcwe  family  have  not  formerly 
acquired  a  notoriety  of  that  kind." 

"  Bah  !  "  said  Mrs.  Tanberry. 

"  The  next  morning,  when  I  taxed  her  with  it, 
she  dutifully  defied  and  insulted  me." 

"  I  can  imagine  tlK>  delicacy  with  which  you 
'  taxed  '  her.  What  has  that  to  do  with  your  dev- 
ilish tantrums  of  this  afternoon,  Robert  Carewe?  " 

"  I  am  obliged  to  you  for  the  expression,"  he 
returned.  "  When  I  came  home,  tliis  afternoon,  I 
found  her   readnig  that   tln'ng."      He   p-ointed  to 
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iii.'iTiv  vorv  snmll  fnimiieiifs  of  Mr.  ('iiiiiiiiiii''s's 
nowspiijur,  Hliifh  woir  scat ti rod  about  the  lawn 
mar  the  vcraiula.  "  Slio  was  out  lure,  nadiiij^ 
ail  artirlo  wlilcli  I  had  rrad  down-town  and  wlik'li 
iippi'arrd  in  a  special  edition  of  that  rotten  sheet, 
sent  out  two  hours  ago." 

"Well.^" 

"  Do  vou  know  what  that  article  was,  madam, 
do  vou  know  what  it  was?"  Although  breath- 
ing heavily,  Mr.  C'arcwo  had  compelled  himself 
to  a  certain  outward  cahnness,  but  now,  in  the 
uncontrollable  agitation  of  his  anger,  he  sprang 
to  his  feet  and  struck  one  of  the  wooden  pil- 
lars of  the  pordi  a  shocking  blow  with  the  bare 
kimckles  of  his  clenched  hand.  "  Do  you  know 
what  it  was.^  It  was  a  eulogy  of  tliat  danmed 
\ainevell  It  pretended  to  be  an  account  of  the 
enrollment  of  his  intVrnal  company,  but  it  was 
nothing  more  than  a  glorification  of  that  nigger- 
loving  hound!  His  company — a  lot  of  sneaks, 
who'll  run  like  sheep  from  the  first  Greaser — 
elected  him  caj)tain  yesterday,  and  to-day  he  re- 
ceived  an    appointment    as    major!      It   dries   the 
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blood  in  my  veins  to  think  of  it ! — that  bhick  dor» 
a  ni.ijor!  (lood  God!  uni  I  ntvcr  to  htar  the 
last  of  In'ni?  Cmiiiiiin^  wrote  it,  the  fool,  the  ly- 
in^r,  fuwnin^r,  slobbering  fool;  he  ought  to  be  shot, 
for  it!  Neither  he  nor  his  paper  ever  enter  inv 
doors  again  !  And  I  took  the  dirty  sheet  from  Ik  r 
bands  and  lore  it  to  pieces " 

"  Yes,"  interf)osed  Mrs.  Tanberry,  "  it  looks  as 
if  you  had  done  it  with  your  teeMi." 

"—And  stainjjed  it  into  *'      ^..ound!" 

"  Oh,  1  heard  you !  "  she  >    ,d. 

Carewe  came  close  to  licr,  and  gave  her  a  long 
look  from  such  bitter  eyes  that  her  own  fell  be- 
fore them.  "  If  you've  been  treacherous  to  me, 
Jane  Tanberry,"  he  said,  "then  (lod  punish  vou ! 
If  they've  met — my  daughter  and  that  man  — 
while  I  was  away,  it  is  on  your  head.  I  don't  ask 
you,  because  I  believe  if  you  knew  anvthin<r  \.n\W 
lie  for  her  sake.  lint  I  tell  you  that  as  she  n  ad 
that  papir,  she  did  not  hear  my  stej)  on  the  walk 
nor  know  that  I  was  there  until  I  leaned  over  her 
shoulder.     And   I  swear  that  I  suspect  Ik  r." 

He  turned   and   walked   to  the   door,   while   tlie 
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indomitnhlo  Mrs.  TiuiUrry,  sihncod  for  onop,  sank 
into  IIk>  chair  lie  had  vacatfd.      Before  he  disap- 
peared within  the  house,  lie  paused. 

"If  Mr.  Vanrevel  has  met  my  daughter,"  he 
Sftid,  in  a  thiek  voice,  stretching  out  hotli  liands  in 
a  stranpje,  menacing  gesture  toward  the  town  that 
lay  darkling  in  the  growing  (hisk,  "  if  he  has  ad- 
dressed one  word  to  lier,  or  so  much  as  allowed  his 
eyes  to  rest  on  her  overlong,  let  him  take  care  of 
himself!" 

"  Oh,  Rol)ert,  Uohert,"  Mrs.  Tanhcrry  cried,  In 
B  frightened  whisper  to  herself,  "  all  the  fun  and 
brightness  wont  out  of  the  world  when  you  came 
home!" 

For,  In  truth,  the  gaycty  and  light-heart cdness 
vhich,  during  the  great  lady's  too  brief  reign,  had 
seemed  a  vital  adjunct  of  the  house  to  make  the 
place  resound  with  nmsic  and  laughter,  were  now 
departed.  No  more  did  Mrs.  Tanberry  extempo- 
rize Dan  Tuckevs,  mazourkas,  or  quadrilles  In  the 
ball-room,  nor  Blind-Man's  Buff'  In  the  library ;  no 
more  did  sercnaders  nightly  seek  the  garden  with 
instrumental   plunkings   and    vocal   gifts    of  bar- 
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mony.  Even  tlic  ^nc  ii  hroiizr  hoy  of  tlio  foiinfam 
scciiifd  to  sharf  the  timidity  of  tlu'  otlit  r  voiitlis 
of  tlic  town  wluro  Mr.  Canwo  w/is  conn  rmd,  {\n- 
tlii>  {Toblet  he  litld  aloft  no  longer  sent  a  livilv 
striain  leaping  into  the  sunshine  in  tran>Iu(i  iit 
gaiiihols,  hut  drihhled  and  drippid  upon  liim 
like  a  morhid  autumn  rain.  Tlio  depression  of 
the  place  was  like  u  drape  of  mourning  purple; 
but  not  that  house  alone  lay  glum,  and  tlurc 
were  otlicr  reasons  than  the  return  of  Uoh- 
crt  Carcwc  why  Rouen  had  lost  the  joy  and  mirth 
that  belonged  to  it.  Nay,  the  merry  town  had 
changed  beyond  all  credence;  it  was  hushed  like 
a  sick-room,  and  dolefully  murmurous  with  fore- 
bodings of  farewell  and  sorrow. 

For  all  the  very  flower  of  Rouen's  youth  had 
promised  to  follow  Tom  ^'anrcvel  on  the  long  and 
arduous  joumcy  to  ^fexico,  to  march  hurning 
miles  under  the  tropical  sun,  to  face  strange  fevers 
and  the  guns  of  Santa  Anna. 

Few  were  the  houses  of  the  more  pretentious 
sort  that  did  not  mourn,  in  prospect,  the  going 
of  son,  or  brother,  or  close  friend ;  mothers  already 
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MC]>1    not    In    scent,    fatliors    talked    with    luisky 
hnivado;  and  evt  rvoiie  was  very  kind  to  those  who 
were  to  ^o,  speakiii"^  lo  them  gently  and  bringing 
them  little  foolish  presents.     Nor  could  the  hearts 
of  girls  now  longer  mask  as  hloeks  of  ice  to  the 
prospective    cotiquistadorcs;    Kugenc    Madrillon's 
young  !)rotlier,  Jean,  after  a  two  years'  Beatricc- 
and-Uenediet    wooing  of  Trixie   Chenoweth    (that 
notable  spitfire)   announced  liis  engagement  iij)on 
the  day  after  his  enlistment,  and  recounted  to  nil 
who  would  listen  how  his  termagant  fell  upon  his 
neck   in   tiars   when   she   heard   the   news.      "  And 
now  she  cries  about  me  all  the  time,"  finished  the 
frank  Jean  blithely. 

But  there  was  little  spirit  for  the  old  merri- 
ments: there  were  no  more  car]»et-dances  at  tlie 
Bareauds',  no  tnasquerades  at  the  Aladrillons',  no 
l)ienics  in  the  woods  nor  excursions  on  the  river; 
and  no  more  did  light  feet  bear  lig'-*  hearts 
through  the  "  mazes  of  the  intricate  schottischc, 
the  subt.e  mazourka,  or  the  stately  quadrille,"  as 
Will  Cui  imings  remarked  in  the  Jourrud.  Fan- 
chon,  Virginia,  an<!  five  or  six  others,  spent  their 
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afternoons  nioun  fullv,  and  yvi  prou.llv,  sewing' 
iintl  cutting  larg*'  piicvs  of  colond  >ilk,  fa^liioii- 
ing  H  frroat  flag  for  tliiir  swci-tlirarts  and  bmtlurs 
to  bear  southward  and  plant  wliirt-  stood  the  pal- 
ace of  the  Montezunias. 

That  wns  sad  work  for  Fanchon,  thou^'h  it  was 
not  for  her  brother's  sake  that  she  wej)t,  since,  as 
everyone  knew,  Jefferson  was  already  so  full  of 
malaria  and  quinine  that  the  fevers  of  the  South 
and  Mexico  .nust  find  him  invulnerable,  and  even 
his  mother  believed  he  would  only  thrive  and  grow 
hearty  on  his  soldiering.  Hut  about  C'railiy, 
Fanchon  had  a  presentiment  more  vivid  than  any 
born  of  the  natural  fears  for  his  safety ;  it  came 
to  her  again  and  again,  rea})pearing  in  her 
dreams;  she  shivered  and  started  often  as  she 
worked  on  the  flag,  then  bent  her  fair  head  low 
over  the  gay  silks,  while  the  others  glanced  at  her 
sympathetically.  She  had  come  to  feel  quite  sure 
that  Crailey  was  to  be  shot. 

"But  I've  dreamed  it— dreamed  it  six  times!" 
she  cried,  when  he  laughed  at  her  and  tried  to 
cheer  her.     "  And  '^  comes  to  me  in  the  day-time 
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as  though  I  saw  it  with  my  eyes:  the  picture  of 
you  in  an  officer's  uniform,  lying  on  the  fresli, 
green  grass,  and  a  red  stain  just  below  the  throat." 

"  That  shows  what  dreams  are  made  of,  dear 
lady,"  lie  smiled.  "  We'll  find  little  green  grass 
in  :\Iexico,  and  I'm  only  a  corporal;  so  where's 
the  officer's  uniform?" 

Then  Fanchon  wept  the  more,  and  put  her  arms 
about  him,  while  it  seemed  to  her  that  she  must 
cling  to  him  so  f ore\  er  and  thus  withhold  him  from 
fulfilling  her  vision,  and  that  the  gentle  pressure 
of  her  arms  must  somehow  preserve  him  to  Hfe 
and  to  her.  "Ah,  you  conH  go,  darling,"  she 
sobbed,  while  he  petted  her  and  tried  to  soothe 
her.  "You  cant  leave  me!  You  belong  to  mc! 
They    cant,    cant,    cant    take     you     away     from 
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And  when  the  flag  was  completed,  save  for  sew- 
ing the  stars  upon  the  blue  ground,  she  took  it 
away  from  the  others  and  insisted  upon  finishing 
the  work  herself.  To  hor  own  room  she  carried  it, 
and  each  of  the  white  stars  that  tlie  young  men 
of  Rouen  were  to  follow  in  the  struggle  that  would 
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add  so  many  others  to  the  constellation,  was  jew- 
elled with  her  tears  and  kissed  by  her  lips  as  it 
took  its  place  with  its  brothers.  Never  were  neater 
stitches  taken,  for,  with  every  atom  of  her  body 
yearning  to  receive  the  shot  that  was  destined  for 
Crailcy,  this  quiet  sewing  was  all  that  she  could  do! 
She  would  have  followed  him,  to  hold  a  parasol 
over  him  under  the  dangerous  sun,  to  cook  his 
meals  properly,  to  watch  over  him  with  medicines 
and  blankets  and  a  fan;  she  would  have  followed 
barefoot  and  bareheaded,  and  yet,  her  heart 
breaking  with  the  crucial  yearning  to  mother  him 
and  protect  him,  this  was  all  tliat  she  could  do  for 
him,  this  small  stitching  at  the  flag  he  had  prom- 
ised to  follow. 

When  the  work  was  quite  (inislii'd,  slu'  went  all 
over  it  again  with  double  thread,  not  facing 
the  superstition  of  her  motive,  which  was  to  safe- 
guard her  lover:  the  bullet  that  was  (Kstined  for 
Crailey  might,  in  the  myriad  chances,  strike 
the  flag  first  and  be  diflected,  though  never  so 
slightly,  by  one  of  these  last  stitclus,  and  Crailey's 
litart  tlms  missed  by  the  .^aiiu'  margin. 
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It  was  at  this  juncture,  when  the  weeping  of 
women  was  plentiful,  when  old  men  pulled  long 
faces,  and  the  very  urchins  of  the  street  obsencd 
periods  of  gravity  and  even  silence,  that  a  notion 
entered  the  head  of  Mrs.  Tanberry — young  Janie 
Tanberry — tc  the  effect  that  such  things  were  all 
wrong.  She  declared  energetically  that  this  was  no 
decent  fashion  of  farewell;  that  after  the  soldiers 
went  away  there  would  be  time  enough  to  enact 
the  girls  they  had  left  behind  them;  and  that, 
until  then,  the  town  should  be  made  enlivening. 
So  she  went  about  preaching  a  revival  of  cheer- 
fulness, waving  her  jewelled  hand  merrily  from 
the  Carewe  carriage  to  the  volunteers  she  saw  upon 
the  street,  calling  out  to  them  with  laughter  and 
inspiring  quip;  everywhere  scolding  the  mourners 
viciously  in  her  husky  voice,  and  leaving  so  nmch 
of  heartening  vivacity  in  her  wake  that  none  could 
fail  to  be  convinced  tliat  she  was  a  wise  woman. 

Nor  was  her  vigor  spent  in  vain.  It  was  decided 
that  a  ball  should  be  given  to  the  volunteers  of 
Kouen  two  nights  before  their  departure  for  the 
State  rendezvous,  and  it  should  be  made  the  no- 
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blest  festival  in  Rouen's  history;  the  subscribers 
took  their  oath  to  it.  Thoy  rented  the  big  dining- 
room  at  the  Rouen  House,  covered  the  fl{M)r  with 
smooth  cloth,  and  hung  the  walls  solidly  with  ban- 
ners and  roses,  for  June  had  come.  More,  they 
ran  a  red  carpet  across  the  sidewalk  (which  was 
perfectly  dry  and  clean)  almost  to  the  other  side 
of  the  street;  they  imported  two  extra  fiddles  and 
a  clarionet  to  enlarge  the  orchestra ;  and  they  com- 
manded a  supper  such  as  a  hungry  man  beholds 
in  a  dream. 

Miss  Betty  laid  out  her  prettiest  dress  that  even- 
ing, and  Mrs.  Tanberry  came  in  and  worshipped 
it  as  it  restetl,  like  foam  of  lavender  and  white 
and  gray,  upon  the  bed,  beside  the  snowy  gloves 
with  their  tiny,  stiff  lace  gauntlets,  while  two  small 
white  sandal-slippers,  with  jewelled  buckles  where 
*he  straps  crossed  each  other,  were  being  fastened 
upon  Miss  Betty's  silken  feet  by  the  vain  and 
gloating  Maniie. 

"  It's  a  w  icked  cruelty,  Princess ! "  exclaimed 
Mrs.  Tanberry.  "  We  want  to  cheer  the  poor 
fellows  and  help  them  to  be  gay,  and  here  do  you 
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clelibcratcly  plan  to  make  them  sick  at  the  thought 
of  leavinpf  the  place  tliai  holds  you !  Or  have  you 
discovered  that  there's  one  poor  vagabond  of  the 
band  getting  off  without  having  his  heart  broken, 
and  made  up  your  mind  to  do  it  for  him  to- 
night?" 

"Is  father  to  go  with  us?"  asked  Betty.  It 
was  through  Mrs.  Tanlwrry  that  she  now  derived 
all  information  concerning  Mr.  Carewe,  as  he  had 
not  directly  addressed  her  since  the  afternoon 
when  he  discovered  her  reading  the  Journal's  extra. 

"  No,  we  are  to  meet  him  there.  He  seems 
rather  pleasanter  than  usual  this  evening,"  re- 
marked JNIrs.  Tunberry,  hopefully,  as  she  retired. 

"  Den  we  mus'  git  ready  to  share  big  trouble 
to-morror !  "  commented  the  kneeling  Mamie,  with 
a  giggle. 

Alas!  poor  adoring  scrvitress,  she  received  a 
share  unto  herself  that  very  evening,  for  her 
young  mistress,  usually  as  amiable  as  a  fair  sum- 
mer sky,  fidgcttod,  grumbled,  found  nothing  well 
done,  and  was  never  two  minutes  in  the  same  mind. 
After  donning  the  selected  dress,  she  declared  it  a 
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fright,  tried  two  others',  abused  each  roundly,  dis- 
missed her  ulinost  weeping  lumdnmiden  ul)ru|)tly, 
and  again  put  on  the  first.  Sitting  down  to  tiic 
mirror,  she  spent  a  full  hour  over  the  arrangement 
of  her  hair,  looking  att/}ntively  at  her  imago,  some- 
times with  the  beginning  of  doubtful  aj)proval, 
often  angrily,  and,  now  and  then,  bescerhingly, 
imploring  it  to  be  lovely. 

When  Mrs.  Tanberry  came  in  to  tell  her  that 
Nelson  was  at  the  block  with  the  carriage,  Miss 
Betty  did  not  turn,  and  the  elder  lady  stopped 
on  the  threshold  and  gave  a  quick,  asthmatic  gasp 
of  delight.  For  the  picture  she  saw  was,  without 
a  doubt  in  the  world,  what  she  prwlaimed  it,  a 
moment  later,  ravishingly  pretty:  the  girlish  lit- 
tle pink  and  white  room  with  all  its  dainty  settings 
for  a  background,  lit  by  the  dozen  candles  in  their 
sconces  and  half  as  many  slender  silver  candle- 
sticks, and,  seated  before  the  twinkling  mirror,  tlic 
beautiful  Miss  Carewc,  in  her  gown  of  lace  and 
flounces  that  were  crisp,  yet  soft,  her  rope  of 
pearls,  lier  white  sandals,  and  all  the  glory  of  her 
youth.     She  had  wound  a  wreath  of  white  roses 
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inlo  her  luiir,  lior  rliecks  wore  flushed,  ftnd  lior  eyes 
warm  mid  fflowiii<if,  yet  inscrutable  in  their  long 
gaze  into  the  mirror. 

"  Oh,"  said  ]Mrs.  Tanberry,  "  you  make  nic  want 
to  be  a  man !  I'd  pick  you  up  and  run  to  the 
Noi-th  I'olo,  where  no  one  could  ever  follow.  Anrl 
I  can  tell  you  that  it  hurts  not  to  throw  my  arms 
round  you  and  kiss  you;  but  you're  so  exquisite  I 
don't  want  to  touch  you  !  " 

In  answer,  !Miss  Betty  ran  to  her  and  kissed  her 
rapturoush-  on  both  cheeks.  "Am  I — after  all?" 
she  cried.  "Ami.''  Is  it.''  TT'iJZ  the  roses  do? '* 
And  without  heeding  her  companion's  staccatoes  of 
approval  she  went  rapidly  to  the  open  bureau, 
snatched  up  a  double  handful  of  ribbons  and  fur- 
belows, and  dashed  out  of  the  room  in  search  of 
the  disgraced  !Mamie.  She  found  her  seated  on 
the  kitchen  door-step  in  lonely  lamentation,  and 
showered  the  gifts  into  her  lap,  while  the  vain  one 
shrieked  ini  aitably  with  pride  in  the  sudden  vision 
of  her  mistress  and  joy  of  the  incredible  posses- 
sions. 

"  Here,  and  here,  and  here !  "  said  Miss  Bettj 
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in  a  breath,  hurling  the  fineries  upon  her.  "  I'm 
an  cvil-tongued  slirew,  ^laniic,  and  these  aren't  to 
make  up  for  the  pain  I  gave  you,  but  just  to  show- 
that  I'd  Hke  to  if  I  knew  how !  Good-by !  "  And 
she  was  off  like  an  April  breeze. 

"  Dance  wid  the  han'sonidest,"  screamed  Mamie, 
pursuing  uproariously  to  see  the  last  of  her  as  she 
jumped  into  the  carriage,  "  bow  to  do  wittricst, 
an'  kiss  de  one  you  love  dc  bcs' !  " 

"  That  will  be  you !  "  said  Miss  Betty  to  Mrs. 
Tanberry,  and  kissed  the  good  lady  again. 
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"  Those  Kiulcaring   Young  Chainns " 

IT  is  a.  mutter  not  of  notoriety  but  of  the 
happiest  celebrity  that  Mrs.  Tanbcrry  danced 
that  night ;  and  not  only  that  she  danced,  but 
that  she  waltzed.  To  the  lot  of  Tappingham 
Marsh  (whom  slio  pronounced  the  most  wheedling 
vagabond,  next  to  Crailey  Gray,  of  her  acquaint- 
ance) it  fell  to  persuade  her;  and,  after  walking 
a  quadrille  with  the  elder  Chenoweth,  she  waltzed 
with  Tappingham.  More  extraordinary  to  re- 
late, she  danced  down  both  her  partner  and  the 
music.  Thereupon  did  Mr.  Bareaud,  stung  with 
envy,  dare  emulation  and  essay  a  schottisclic 
with  Miss  Trixie  Chenoweth,  performing  mar- 
vellously well  for  many  delectable  turns  before  he 
unfortunately  fell  down.  It  was  a  night  when  a 
sculptured  god  would  have  danced  on  his  pedestal : 
June,  but  not  over-warm,  balm  in  the  air  and  rose- 
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loaves  on   the  hreeze;  nnd   even   Minerva's   prcat 
heels  ini^ht  have  marked  the  time  that  orchestra 
kept.     He  sure  tliev  waltzed  again  to  "  Those  En- 
dearing Young  Charms  " : 

"  Oh,  the  heart  that  has  truly  loved  never  forgets. 
But  as  trull/  loves  on  to  the  elose: 
As  the  sunflo-urr  turns  on  her  frod  when  he  sets. 
The  same  look  that  .she  gave  when  he  rose" 

Three  of  the  volunteers  were  resplendent  in  their 
regimentals:  Mr.  Marsh  (who  had  heen  elected 
captain  of  the  new  company  to  succeed  Vanrcvel), 
and  Will  Cunmiings  and  Jean  Madrillon,  the  lieu- 
tenants. This  glory  was  confined  to  the  officers, 
who  had  ordered  their  uniforms  at  home,  for  the 
privates  and  non-conmiissioned  officers  were  to  re- 
ceive theirs  at  the  State  rendezvous.  However,  al- 
though this  gala  adornment  was  limited  to  the 
three  gentlemen  mentioned,  their  appearance  added 
"  an  indcscrihable  air  of  splendor  and  p  ithos  to 
the  occasion,"  to  quote  Mr.  Cummings  once  more. 
A  fourtli  citizen  of  the  town  who  might  have  seized 
upon  this  oj)portunity  to  display  himself  as  a  sol- 
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clicr  nof^K'cttd  fo  tukc  advaiifii^c  nf  it  and  stoU'  in 
(luiitly,  towanl  flic  last,  in  liis  ordinary  aftirt-, 
liaviii^  his  niaj(»r*s  iiniforni  folded  on  a  cliair  in 
Ills  own  room.  'Vhc  (la^  was  to  Ik-  pn-siritrd  to 
llu'  volunteers  at  the  dose  of  the  evening,  and  Tom 
came  for  that — so  he  claimed  to  his  accusing  soul. 
lie  I'litired  unohserved  and  made  liis  way,  keep- 
in<jf  clo-e  to  the  wall,  to  where  Mrs.  H.ircaud  sat, 
taking  a  chair  at  lu  r  sitie;  hut  Rohert  Carewe, 
glancing  thitlier  hy  chance,  saw  him,  and  changed 
countenance  for  an  instant.  Mr.  Carewe  com- 
posed his  features  swiftly,  excused  himself  with 
clahorate  courtesy  from  .diss  Chenoweth,  with 
wliom  he  was  talking,  and  crossed  the  room  to  a 
corner  near  In's  enemy,  T^resently,  as  the  music 
ceased,  the  volunteers  were  hidtlen  to  come  forward, 
wnereupon  Tom  left  Mrs.  Bareaud  and  hcgan  to 
work  his  way  down  the  room.  (iroups  were 
forming  and  l)rcaking  up  in  the  general  movement 
of  the  crowd,  and  tiie  dissolving  of  one  hrought 
him  face  to  face  with  Elizaheth  Carcwc,  who  was 
moving  slowly  in  the  opposite  direction,  a  small 
flock  of  suitors  in  her  train. 


"  Those  Endearing  Young  Charms  " 

The  confrontution  came  so  suddenly  urid  so  un- 
expectedly that,  before  either  was  aware,  they 
looked  squarely  into  each  other's  eyes,  full  and 
straight,  and  both  stopped  in>.taiitly  as  though 
transfixed,  Miss  Betty  leaving  u  senti  nee  fun  ver 
half-complete.  There  was  a  fierce,  short  vocal 
sound  from  the  crowd  behind  Vunrevel;  hut  no 
one  noticed  Mr.  Curcwc;  and  then  Tom  hcjwtd 
gravely,  as  in  apology  for  blocking  the  way,  und 
passed  on. 

Miss  Betty  began  to  talk  again,  much  at  ran- 
dom, with  a  vivacity  too  greatly  exaggerated  to 
be  genuine,  while  the  high  color  wtnt  from  her 
cheeks  and  left  her  pale.  Nothing  could  have  en- 
raged her  more  with  herself  than  tlie  conscious- 
ness, now  suddenly  strong  within  her,  that  the 
encounter  had  a  perceptible  effect  uj)on  lu  r.  What 
power  had  this  man  to  make  her  muiiiiLr  stiain(.d 
and  mechanical?  What  right  had  his  ..yes  alwavs 
to  stir  her  as  they  did?  It  was  not  he  for  whom 
she  had  spent  an  hour  over  her  iiuir:  not  he  for 
whom  she  had  driven  lur  i)oor  haiidiii.tidi  n  away 
in  tears:  that  was  for  one  who  had  not  come,  one 
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groat  in  heart  and  ^oothuss,  otu'  of  a  pure  arul 
saorifioial  liiV  wIhj  ikscrvtd  all  slu   could  ^ivi',  ami 
for  whose  sake  she  had  hoiiortd  lirrsilf  in  trying 
to  look  ns  pritty  as  slu'  could.     He  had  not  co>iic; 
and   that   hurt   her  a  little,  hut  >.\\v  fdt  his  ^n\- 
erosity,  iK'lieviii^  that  his  motive  was  to  spare  her, 
since  slic  could  not  sjjcak  to  him  in  Mr.  Carewe'.s 
presence  without  open  and  puhlie  rupture  with  her 
futlier.     Well,  .she  was  almost  ready  for  that,  see- 
in;^  how   little  of   a   father   lars   was!     Ah!   that 
otlier  should  have  come,  if  only  to  stand  hetwecn 
her  and  this  tall  hy[)(Hnte  whose  dark  glance  had 
such  strength  to  disturh  her.     What  lies  that  ^nize 
contained,  all  in  the  one  rta>h!--the  stran<fe  jire- 
tence  of  comprehenilin;,'  her  ^nntly  hut  completely; 
a  sad  comi)assi()n,  too,  and  with  it  a  look  of  fare- 
well, ><eemin-r  to  say:  "Once  more  I  have  come  for 
this-ami  ju.t,  '  Good-hy  ! '  "     l-\,r  she  knew  that 
he  was  <j,oinfr  uith  the  otlurs,  <r,)i„^r  perhaps  for- 
ever, only  the  day  after  to-morrow — then  she  would 
sec  lu"m  no  more  and  he  free  of  him.      Let  the  day 
after   to-morrow    come  soon!     Miss    Hetty    hated 
herself  fur  understandin<r  the  adieu,  and  hated  her- 
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self  more  ItecuuMo  she  could  not  be  sure  tluit,  in  tlic 
startled   moment   of   meeting  before   .she  collated 
herself,  she  hud  let  it  go  unanswered. 

She  had  done  more  than  that :  without  knowing 
it  she  had  bent  her  head  to  his  bow,  and  .Mr.  C'arewe 
hud  seen  both  the  .salutation  and  the  lock. 


The  voung  men  were  gathered  near  the  orclus- 
tra,  and,  to  the  hilarious  strains  of  "  Vank-.t- 
Doodle,"  the  flag  tl«r  T^cro  to  receive  for  their 
regiment  was  borne  d(  a  the  room  by  the  sisters 
and  sweethearts  who  had  made  it,  all  of  whoii- 
were  there,  except  Fanchon  Uareaud.  Cruil.y  had 
persuaded  her  to  surrender  the  flag  for  the  sake 
of  si)ending  this  evening — ne.\t  to  his  last  in  llouen 
— at  home  alone  with  him. 

The  elder  Chenowcth  made  the  speech  of  pres- 
entation, that  is,  he  made  j)art  ol"  it  before  he 
broke  down,  for  his  son  stootl  in  the  ranks  of  the 
devoted  band.  Until  this  incident  occurred,  all  had 
gone  trippingly,  for  everyone  hud  tried  to  put  the 
day  after  to-morrow  from  his  mind.  IVrhaj)s 
tlu  "e  might  not  have  been  so  many  tears  even  now, 
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if  the  young  men  had  not  stood  together  so  smil- 
ingly to  receive  their  gift;  it  was  seeing  them  so 
gay  and  confident,  so  strong  in  their  youth  and 
so  unselfish  of  purpose ;  it  was  this,  and  the  feeling 
that  all  of  them  must  suffer  and  some  of  them  die 
before  they  came  back.  So  that  when  Mr.  Cheno- 
weth,  choking  in  his  loftiest  flight,  came  to  a  full 
stop,  and  without  disguise  buried  his  face  in  his 
handkerchief,  I\Irs.  Tanberry,  the  apostle  of  gay- 
ety,  openly  sobbed.  Chenoweth,  without  more 
ado,  carried  the  flag  over  to  Tappingham  Marsh, 
whom  Vanrevel  directed  to  receive  it,  and  Tap- 
pingham thanked  the  donors  without  many  words, 
because  there  were  not  then  many  at  his  com- 
mand. 

Miss  Carewe  had  been  chosen  to  sing  "  The 
Star  Spangled  Banner,"  and  she  stepped  out 
a  little  from  the  crowd  to  face  the  young  man, 
as  the  orchestra  sounded  the  first  chord.  She  sang 
in  a  full,  clear  voice,  but  when  the  volunteers  saw 
that,  as  she  sang,  the  tears  were  streaming  down 
her  cheeks  in  sj)ite  of  the  brave  voice,  they  began 
to  choke  with  the  otluTs.      If  Miss  Betty  Carewe 
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found  tljcm  worth  weeping  for,  they  could  afford 
to  cry  a  little  for  themselves.  Yet  they  joined 
the  chorus  nohly,  and  raised  tlie  roof  with  the 
ringing  song,  sending  the  flair.boyant,  proud  old 
words  thunderously  to  heaven. 

That  Was  not  the  last  song  of  the  night.  Gen- 
eral Trunihlc  and  Mr.  Chenoweth  had  invited  their 
young  friends  to  attend,  after  the  ball,  a  colla- 
tion which  they  chose  to  call  a  supper,  but  which, 
to  accord  with  the  hour,  might  more  aptly 
have  been  designated  a  breakfast.  To  afford  a 
private  retreat  for  the  scene  of  this  celebration, 
they  had  borrowed  the  offices  of  Gray  and  Van- 
revel,  and  Crailey  hospitably  announced  that  any 
guest  wft.s  welcome  to  stay  for  a  year  or  two,  since, 
probably,  neither  of  the  firm  would  have  need  of 
an  office  for  at  least  tliat  length  of"  time.  Nine 
men  gathered  about  the  table  which  replaced  Tom's 
work-a-day  old  desk :  the  two  Chenoweths,  Eugene 
iMadrillon,  Marsh,  Jefferson  Bareaud,  the  stout 
General,  Tom  Vanrevel,  Crailey,  and  Will  Cum- 
miiigs,  the  editor  coming  in  a  little  late,  but  rub- 
bing his  hands  cheerfully  over  what  he  declared 
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was  to  be  the  last  column  from  his  pen  to  rear 
its  length  on  the  JournaVs  front  page  for  many 
a  long  (lay — a  description  of  the  presentation 
of  the  flag,  a  bit  of  prose  which  he  consid- 
ered  ilmost  equal  to  his  report  of  the  warehouse 

fire. 

This  convivial  party  made  merry  and  tried  to 
forget    that    most    ui    them    had    "been    mighty 
tcary,"  as  Marsh  said,  an  hour  earlier;  while  Mr. 
C'hcnoweth  sat  with  his  hand  on  his  son's  shoulder, 
unconsciously  most  of  the  time,  apologetically  re- 
moving it  when  he  observed  it.     Many  were  tlie 
witticisms  concerning  the  difference  in  rank  hence- 
forth to  be  observed  between  tlic  young  men,  as 
Tom  was  now  a  major,  Marsh  a  captain.  Will 
Cummings  a  second  lieutenant,  and  the  rest  mere 
privates,    except    Crailey,    who    was    a    corporal. 
Nevertheless,  though  the  board  was  festive,  it  was 
somewhat  subdued  and  iibsent  until  they  came  to 

the  toasts. 

It  was  Tappingham  who  proposed  ISIiss  Betty 
Carewe.  "  I  know  Tom  Vanrcvel  will  understand 
—nay,  I  know  he's  man  enough  to  join  us,"  said 
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Marsh  as  ho  rose.  "  Why  shouldn't  I  say  that  wc 
may  hail  ourselves  as  patriots,  indeed,  since  at  the 
call  of  our  country  we  depart  from  the  town  which 
is  this  lady's  home,  and  at  the  trumpet's  sound 
resign  the  f^racious  hlessing  of  seeing  her  day  by 
day,  and  why  shouldn't  wc  admit  loyally  and 
openly  that  it  is  her  image  alone  which  shines  in 
the  hearts  of  most  of  us  here  ?  " 

And  no  man  arose  to  contradict  that  speech, 
which  appears  to  have  rung  true,  seeing  that  four 
of  those  present  had  proposed  to  her  (again)  that 
same  evening. 

"  So  I  give  you,"  cried  Tappingham,  gallantly, 
"  the  health  of  :Miss  Betty  Carewc,  the  loveliest 
rose  of  our  bouquet!  Mny  she  remcml)cr  us  when 
we  come  home !  " 

They  rose  and  drank  it  with  a  shout.  But  Tom 
Vanrevel,  not  setting  down  his  cup,  went  to  the 
window  and  threw  wide  the  shutters,  letting  in  a 
ruddy  shaft  of  the  morning  sun,  so  that  as  he 
stood  in  the  strong  glow  he  looked  like  a  man 
carved  out  of  red  gold.  He  lifted  his  glass,  not 
toward  the  table  and  his  companions,  while  they 
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stfircd  at  hliii,  siirj)ri.se(l,  but  towunl  tlie  locusts  of 
CarLWC  StrcL't. 

"  To  IMiss  Iktty  Cure nvi,"  lie  said,  "  tlic  finest 
flo  ver  of  them  all!  Mav  she  reiiienilKT  those  who 
never  come  home!  " 

And,  without  {)ausinf;,  he  lifted  his  ridi  bari- 
tone in  .ui  old  son;f  that  had  Inen  vastly-  po})ular 
with  the  youii<f  men  of  lioueii  ever  since  the  night 
of  :Miss  Betty's  debut ;  they  had  hunnned  it  as  they 
vent  about  tiiiir  daily  work,  they  had  whistled  it 
on  the  streets;  they  had  drifted  into  dreams  at 
night  with  the  sound  of  it  still  chiming  in  their 
cars;  and  now,  with  one  accord,  as  they  stood  gath- 
ered together  for  the  last  time  in  Rouen,  they 
joined  'I'om  Vanrevel  and  sang  it  again.  And  tho 
tyes  of  Crailey  (Iray  rested  very  gtntly  upon  his 
best  friend  as  thev  sang: 
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licUcvc  vi(\  if  all  thn<ir  cmlcarin>r  /jniin^'  charms. 

Which  I  <ra::c  on  so  fovdl//  to-dai/, 
IVcrc  to  chaiisj^c  hi/  fo-iuorroxc  ami  fleet  from  my 
arms. 
Like  falrij  ^nfts  fading  ti'cot/, 
f  -'«H 
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Thou  u-'onUst  still  he  adored  as  this  moment  thou 
art  : 

Let  thy  loxrliness  fade  as  it  xeill. 
And  around  the  dear  ruin,  each  u-isu  of  my  heart 

Would  cnticine  itself  verdantly  still.'" 
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IT  was  the  iiiisfortune  of  Mr.  Cuniinings's  final 
litcniry  offerin^^  to  annoy  one  of  the  eclitor's 
friends.  The  Journal  was  brought  to  the  new 
corporal  at  noon,  while  he  was  considering  whether 
he  should  rise  from  his  couch  or  sleep  another 
hour.  Reclining  among  his  pillaws,  he  glanced 
through  Cumniings's  description  with  the  sulxlued 
giggle  he  always  had  for  the  gotxl  William's  style, 
but  as  his  eye  fell  upon  one  paragraph  he  started, 
sat  upright,  and  proceeded  to  read  the  passage 
several  times  with  anxious  attention. 

"  Only  two  or  three  sources  of  regret  occurred 
to  mar  the  delight  (in  which  young  and  old  par- 
ticipated) of  tliat  festal  and  dazzling  scene.  One 
was  the  absence  of  Miss  Fanchon  Bareaud,  one  of 
the  donors ;  another,  that  of  Corporal  Gray ;  a  third 
was  the  excessive  modesty  of  Major  Vanrevcl,  who, 
alt)iough  present  at  the  time,  refused  to  receive 
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the  ladies'  sumptuous  offering  unci  insisted  tliiit 
Ciiptain  Marsh  wus  tlie  proper  person  to  do  tlic 
honors,  to  which  the  hitter  reluctantly,  though 
gracefully,  consented.  Also,  wc  were  sorry  that 
the  Major  appeared  in  citizen's  dress,  as  all  were 
anxious  to  witness  him  in  his  uniform.  However, 
in  our  hunihle  judgment,  he  will  be  compelled  by 
etitiuette  to  don  it  this  afternoon,  to  receive  the 
officers  of  the  regular  army,  who  will  arrive  by 
the  stage  about  five  o'clock,  it  is  expected,  to  in- 
spect the  company  and  swear  them  into  the  service 
of  the  Federal  Govenunent  at  the  Court  House, 
We,  for  one,  have  little  doubt  that,  owing  to  the 
Major's  well-known  talent  in  matters  of  apparel, 
his  appearance  will  far  eclipse  in  brilliancy  that 
of  his  fellow-officers." 

Crailcy  dressed  slowly,  returning  to  the  paper, 
now  and  then,  with  a  perturbed  countenance.  How 
would  Miss  Betty  explain  this  paragraph  to  her- 
self, and  how  account  for  the  fact  that  she  had 
not  seen  Crailey,  how  for  the  fact  that  she  had 
seen  Tom?  It  seemed  unlikely  that  she  could  have 
overlooked  the  latter — Tom  was  one  of  those  whom 
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everybody  saw,  wherever  he  went.  And  what  in- 
quiries would  she  make?  For  Cniiley  Iiad  no 
means  of  knowing  tliat  slie  would  not  see  the 
Jou.nal.  To-morrow  he  woulil  be  gone,  it  would 
be  all  over,  but  he  wanted  this  last  day  to  run 
smoothly.  What  wild  hopes  he  had  of  things  that 
should  happen  when  they  all  came  marching  home, 
no  one  can  say ;  even  if  it  were  not  to  ha  doubted 
that  Crailey  ever  entertained  hopes  of  any  kind 
whatever,  since  to  hope  is  to  bestow  thought  upon 
the  future. 

But,  however  affairs  ran  with  him  so  far  as  hope 
was  concerned,  be  seldom  lacked  an  idea;  and  one 
came  to  him  presently,  a  notion  that  put  the  frown 
to  rout  and  brought  the  old  smile  to  his  lij)s,  his 
smile  of  the  world- worn  and  tolerant  prelate.  He 
flicked  the  paper  lightly  from  him,  and  it  sped 
across  the  room  like  a  big  bird  in  awkward  flight. 
For  he  knew  how  to  preserve  his  last  day  as  he 
wished,  and  to  make  all  smooth. 

He  finished  liis  toilet  with  particular  care,  took 
a  flower  from  a  vase  on  his  table,  placed  it  in  his 
coat,  and  went  down  to  the  dusty   street,  where 
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cverjtliin^  was  wiirm  utid  briglil  with  sinnmor.  It 
was  joy  to  ho  uHvl-;  then-  was  wine  enou^li  in  the 
air;  and  Crailcy  made  u])  his  initid  not  to  fake  a 
drink  that  day — the  hist  day!  The  hist  (hiy! 
The  three  words  kept  rin^iti^  through  his  luad 
like  a  minor  phrase  from  a  son^.  To-morrow,  at 
noon,  they  would  be  churning  down  the  river;  and 
this  was  tlie  last  day — the  last  day ! 

"  Still  not  too  late  to  make  another  friend  at 
homo,"  he  said,  stopping  to  pat  the  head  of  a 
mangy  street  cur  that  came  crouching  and  wol)- 
bling  toward  him  like  a  staveless  little  keg  worried 
by  scurries  of  wind.  Dogs  and  children  always 
fell  in  love  with  Crailcy  at  first  sight,  and  he 
never  failed  to  receive  them  in  the  spirit  of  their 
approach.  Now  the  mongrel,  at  his  touch,  im- 
mediately turned  himself  over  and  lay  upon  the 
pavement  with  all  paws  in  air,  to  say:  "Great 
lord,  magnificent  in  the  graciousncss  which  deigns 
to  cast  a  glimpse  upon  this  abject  cluster  of  ribs, 
I  perceive  that  your  heart  is  too  gentle  to  kick 
me  in  my  present  helplessness;  yet  do  with  mc  as 
you  will." 
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"  I  doubt  if  vou'vo  breakfasted,  brother," 
Crailey  responded  aloud,  rubbing  the  dog's  head 
softly  with  the  tip  of  his  boot.  "  Will  you  share 
the  meagre  fare  of  one  who  is  a  poit,  shoul-'  .•  a 
hiwyer,  but  is  about  to  become  a  sohlier?  Kh,  but 
a  corj)oral !  Rise,  my  friend.  I'p !  and  be  in  your 
own  small  self  a  whole  Corporal's  Guard !  And  if 
your  Corporal  doesn't  come  home  from  the  wars, 
perhaps  you'll  remember  him  kindly?     Think?" 

H<  made  a  vivacious  gesture,  the  small  animal 
rprang  into  the  air,  convoluted  with  gratitude  and 
new  love,  while  Crailey,  laughing  softly,  led  the 
way  to  the  hotel.  There,  while  he  ate  sparsely 
himself,  he  provided  munificently  for  his  new  ac- 
quaintance, and  recommended  him,  with  an  accom- 
paniment of  silver,  to  the  gootl  offices  of  the  Rouen 
House  kitchen.  After  that,  out  into  the  sunshine 
again  he  went,  with  elastic  step,  and  a  merry  word 
and  a  laugh  for  everyone  he  met.  At  the  old 
English  garden' r's  he  bought  four  or  five  bou- 
quets, and  carried  them  on  a  round  of  visits  of 
farewell  to  as  many  old  ladies  who  had  been  kind 
to  liim.     Tills  done,  leaving  his  laughter  and  Ills 
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flowcrH  iK'hiiul  liim,  lie  went  »<>  Fdiulum  .ind  spent 
])Hrt  of  till-  ut'tfrnooii  l)i'iii^iii<^  forth  tiinniii^  iir- 
j^uiiuiit.s  dictrily,  to  prove  to  lur  tliut  (itiunil 
T.ivlor  would  Ik'  in  the  Mixicaii  capital  hefore 
the  volunteer^i  reached  New  Orleans,  and  ur^iiif^ 
upon  her  his  belief  that  they  would  all  he  hack  in 
liouen  before  the  sunnner  was  jfone. 

Hut  Fanehon  could  only  sob  and  whis|)or, 
"Hush,  hush!"  in  the  dim  room  where  they  sat, 
the  windows  darkened  so  that,  after  he  had  ^onc, 
he  should  not  remember  how  red  lur  eyts  were, 
und  the  purple  depths  under  them,  and  thus  for<^et 
how  pretty  she  had  been  ut  her  best.  After  a 
time,  finding  that  the  more  he  tried  to  cheer  her, 
the  more  brokenly  she  wept,  be  grew  silent,  only 
stroking  her  head,  while  the  sunnner  sounds  came 
in  through  the  window:  the  mill-wliir  of  locusts, 
the  small  monotone  of  distant  farm-lHlIs,  the 
huighter  of  children  in  the  street,  and  the  gay 
arias  of  a  mocking-bird  swinging  in  the  oj)in  win- 
dow of  the  next  house.  So  they  sat  together 
through  the  long,  still  afternoon  of  the  last  day. 

No  one  in  Rouen  found  that  aftniioon  particu- 
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larly  enlivening.  Even  Mrs.  Tjinbcrry  gave  way 
to  tlie  coiiiiiion  depression,  and,  once  more,  her  doc- 
trine of  cheerfulness  relegated  to  the  ghostly  ranks 
of  tilt  purely  theoretical,  she  bowed  under  tlie  bur- 
den of  her  woe  so  far  as  to  sing  "  ML'thought  I 
]\Iet  a  Damsel  Fair"  (her  of  the  bursting  siglis) 
at  the  j)iano.  Whenever  sadness  lay  uj)on  her 
soul  she  had  /icfjuirfd  the  habit  of  resorting  to  ihis 
uidiaj)py  ballad;  to-day  she  sang  it  four  times. 
Mr.  Carewe  was  not  at  home,  and  had  announced 
that  though  he  intended  to  honor  the  evening  meal 
by  his  attendance,  he  should  be  away  for  the 
evening  itself;  as  comment  upon  which  statement 
INIrs.  Tanberry  ha'l  offered  ambiguously  the  one 
word,  "Amen!"  He  was  stung  to  no  reply,  and 
she  had  noted  the  circumstance  as  unusual,  and 
also  tjiat  ho  had  ajjpeared  to  labor  witii  the 
suppression  of  a  keen  cxcitenient,  wliich  made 
him  anxious  to  escape  from  her  sharp  little 
eyes;  an  agitation  for  which  she  easily  ac- 
counted when  she  recalled  that  he  had  seen 
\'anrevel  on  the  j)revious  evening.  Mr.  Ca- 
rewe had  kept  his  promise  to  preserve  the  peace, 
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as  ho  uhvays  ';(  ;■•  if  wl'cn  the  two  imt  on  neutral 
ground,  but  ;  i.  hul  uhstrvil  that  his  fact'  sliowcd 
a  kind  of  hii  !  [  islnd  vi(  .■ence  whencvir  he  had 
been  forced  to  hreatiie  the  air  of  the  same  room 
with  his  enemy,  and  that  the  thin<f  i^rew  on  Iiim. 
Miss  IJetty  exliibited  not  precisely  a  burnin<^ 
interest  in  tl'.e  adventure  of  the  Damsel  Fair, 
wanderitifT  out  of  the  room  durin<f  the  second  ren- 
dition, wandering  back  a^ain,  rud  once  more  awav. 
She  had  moved  aljout  the  house  in  tliis  fashion 
since  early  nioniin^,  wearin<r  what  .Mamie  de- 
scribed as  a  "  j)eak-ed  look."  White-facid  and 
restless,  with  distressed  eyes,  to  which  no  sleep 
had  come  in  the  ni^'ht.  she  coidd  not  read; 
she  could  no  more  than  touch  her  harp;  she 
could  not  sleep;  she  could  not  remain  ((uiefc 
for  three  minutes  topjethcr.  Often  she  sank  Into 
a  chair  with  an  air  of  languor  and  weariness,  only 
to  start  innnediately  out  of  it  and  sack  some  other 
part  of  the  house,  or  to  go  and  pace  tiie  <rarden. 
Here,  in  the  air  heavy  with  roses  and  tremulous 
with  June,  as  she  walked  rapidly  uj)  and  down, 
Lite  in  the  afternoon,  at  the  time  when   the  far- 
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nwiiy   f.iriii-lu-lls  were  ralliii^r  „|,.n  from  the  fields 
to    supper,    the    ehiiiiix    of    her    restlessness    Ciiiiic. 
'rii.'it  aii<fuish  ;iii(|  (lespenition,  so  old  in  her  sex, 
the  nheliion  u^ninst  tiie  law  tlmt  inaetion  must  ho 
her  part,  had   fallen  upon  her  for  the  first  time. 
She  eaine  to  an  ahrupt  stop  and  struek  her  hands 
to^fether  despairinfrjy,  and  spoke  aloud. 
''What  shall  I  do!     What  shall  I  do!" 
"  Ma'am .^  "  asketl  a  sur{)rised  voice,  just  iK'hind 
her. 

She  wheeled  quickly  ahout,  to  hehold  a  shock- 
headed  urchin  of  ten  in  the  ])ath  near  the  little 
dearinnf.  He  was  rafj^^ed,  tanned,  dusty,  neither 
shoes  nor  coat  trammell!  4-  liis  independence;  and 
he  had  evidently  entered  the  garden  through  the 
gap  in  the  hedge. 

"  I  thought  you  spoke  to  me.' "  he  said,  in- 
qm'ringly. 

"  I  didn't  see  you,"  she  returned.  "  What  is 
it.?  " 

"  Vcm  Miss  Carewe?"he  asked;  but  before 
she  could  answer  he  said,  reassuringly,  "  Why,  of 
course  you  are!     I  remember  you  perfect,  now  I 
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git  the  liglit  on  you,  so  to  speak.  Don't  you  re- 
member me?  " 

"  No,  I  don't  think  I  do." 

"  Lord  !  "  ho  responded,  wonderinfrly.  "  I  was 
one  of  tl)e  boys  with  you  on  tiiem  boxes  the 
ni^dit  of  your  pa's  fire!"  Mingled  willi  the 
surprise  in  his  tone  was  a  respectful  unction  wiiich 
intimated  how  greatly  he  honored  her  father  for 
having  been  the  owner  of  so  satisfactory  a  con- 
flagration. 

'"  Were  you?  Terhaps  I'll  renicinher  you  if  you 
give  me  time." 

But  at  this  point  the  youth  rccalKd  the  fact 
that  ho  had  an  errand  to  discharge,  and,  assum- 
ing an  expression  of  businesslike  ha^te  too  j)ress- 
ing  to  permit  farther  parley,  souglit  in  his 
pocket  and  produced  a  sealed  envelope,  uitli  which 
he  advanced  upon  her. 

'•  Here.  There's  an  answer.  lie  told  me  not 
to  tell  nobody  who  sent  it,  and  not  to  give  it  to 
nobody  on  earth  but  you,  and  how  to  slijj  in 
through  the  hedge  and  try  and  find  you  in  the 
garden  when  nobody  w;is  lookin',  and  he  give  a 
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r<'nril  for  you  fo  hiisuht  (mi  ihv  hack  of  it,  and  a 

cl.)||;ir." 

•Miss  Hetty  took  tli(>  note,  ^lancin^r  onro  over 
luT  sl.oiil.l.r  at  tlic  lioiiso,  huf  Mrs.  'IVnlMTry  was 
•still  occiipi.d  uith  the  ."Maiden,  and  no  one  was  in 
M^;lit.      She  read  the  niessa^r,.  hastily. 

"  I    have   oheyed   you,   and   sliali   always.      You 
I'av,'  not   sent   for  nu.      IVrh.ips  that  was  hecause 
tli<re    was    no    tlnu"    when    you    thou^dit    it    safe. 
Perliaj)s  you   have  still    felt   there   would   be  a   loss 
of   .li-nity.      Does    ihut    wei^d,    with    you   against 
fioo,|-by?       'IMl    „,,.    if   y„„   ean,   that  you    have 
it    in    your    heart    to    let    me    ^o    without   seein^r 
you    once    more,    without    ^r„o,l-|,v__f„r    tiie    last 
time.     Or  was  it  untrue  that  you  wrote  me  what 
you  did.?     Was  that  dear  letter  but  a  little  fairy 
dream  of  mine?     Ah,  will  you  see  me  again,  this 
once— this  once— let  me  look  at  you,  let  mc  talk 
with  you,  hear  your  voice.?     The  last  time!  " 
There  was  no  signature. 

Miss  Betty  quickly  wrote  four  lines  upon  the 
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same  shci't:  "Yes— yes!  I  must  sec  you,  must 
talk  with  you  before  you  go.  Come  iit  dusk. 
The  gjirden— near  the  gap  in  the  he(l>.  •.  It  will 
be  sjifo  for  fi  little  while.  He  will  not  be  lure." 
She  rejilaccd  the  paper  in  its  envelope,  drew  a 
line  through  her  own  name  on  the  letter,  aud  wrote 
"  xMr.  Vanrevel  "  Tuiderneath. 

"Do  you  know  the  gentleman  who  sent  you.'" 
she  asked. 

"  No'm;  but  lie'll  be  waitin'  at  his  office,  '  Gray 
and  ^'anrevel,'  on  Main  Street,  for  the  answer." 
"  Then  hurry  !  "  said  Betty. 
He  needed  no  second  bidding,  but,  with  wings 
on  his  bare  heels,  made  off  through  the  gap  in  the 
hedge.  At  the  corner  of  the  street  he  encoiiiitvrcd 
an  adventure,  a  gentleman's  legs  and  a  hiavy  h.uid 
at  the  same  time.  The  hand  fell  on  his  sliouidtr, 
arresting  his  scamper  with  a  vicious  jerk;  and  the 
boy  was  too  awed  to  attemjjt  an  escape,  for  ho 
knew  his  captor  well  by  sight,  although  never 
before  had  he  found  himself  so  directly  in  the 
company  of  Rouen's  richest  citizen.  The  note 
dropped  from  the  small  trembling  fingers,  yet  tliosc 
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finpjcrs  (lid  not  slmki'  us  did  tlif  mairs  when,  like  a 
fluNJi,  Cfircwf  soizcd  iij)on  the  missive  with  his  dis- 
cn,!rarrid  hund  (ind  saw   what  two  niiuies  were  on 
the  envelope. 

"  You  were  stealin^r,  were  you ! "  he  cried,  sav- 
a;^ely.      "  I  saw  you  sneiik  through  my  hed^e !  " 

"I  didn't,  either!" 

Mr.  Carewe  jrn,und  his  teeth.  "  What  were 
you  doin<r  there.^  " 

*'Notliin<r!" 

"Nothing!"  mocked  Curewe.  "Nothing! 
You  didn't  carry  this  to  the  young  lady  in  there 
and  get  her  answer.^  " 

"No,  sir!"  answered  the  captive,  comcstly. 
"Cross  my  heart  I  didn't.     I  found  it!" 

Slowly  the  cornigations  of  anger  were  levelled 
from  the  magnate's  face,  the  white  heat  cooled, 
and  the  prisoner  marvelled  to  find  himself  in  the 
presence  of  an  urhane  gentleman  whose  j)lacidity 
made  the  scene  of  a  moment  ago  apj.ear  some 
trick  of  distorted  vision.  And  yet,  curious  to  he- 
hold,  Mr.  Carewe's  fingers  shook  even  more  vio- 
lently than  hefore,  as  he  released  the  boy's  shoulder 
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and  ff.'ivt'  him  a  friendly  tap  on  the  head,  at  the 
same  liiiif  smiMn^f  henevolentlv. 

''  TIrt"  tliere,"  lie  said,  Inslow  iii<r  a  wink  upon 
tlie  youngster.  "It's  all  rij^ht ;  it  doesn't  matter 
— only  I  think  I  see  the  chanee  of  a  jest  in  this. 
You  wait,  while  I  read  this  little  note,  this  mes- 
sage that  you  foinid!"'  He  ended  by  winking 
again  with  the  I'riendlle.st  (h'olkry. 

lie  turned  his  back  to  the  boy,  and  oj)encd 
the  note;  continuing  to  stand  in  that  position 
wliile  he  read  the  two  messages.  It  struck  the 
ini'ssenger  that,  after  this,  there  neeil  be  wo  great 
shame  in  his  o\mi  lack  of  this  much-vauuled  art 
of  reading,  since  it  took  so  famous  a  man  as  .Mr. 
C'arewe  such  length  of  time  to  [)eruse  a  little  note. 
But  perhaps  Ihe  great  gentleman  was  ill,  for  it 
aj)j)eared  to  the  l)oy  that  he  lurched  several  times, 
onct'  so  far  that  he  would  have  ;  one  over  if  he 
li'ul  not  saved  himself  by  a  lucky  stagger.  And 
once,  except  for  the  fact  that  the  face  that 
had  turned  away  liad  worn  an  expres^sion  of  such 
genial  humor,  the  boy  would  havi'  believed  that 
i'rcui  it  is>ued  a  souud  like  Ihe  gnashing  of  teeth. 
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But  wlnii  it  was  Imiifd  lo  liini  a^^iin,  it  linn- 
fill-  sdiiu'  aiiiial)lc  j()^•^^^itv  of  moiitli  and  .•>«•,  ami 
iiolliiii^r  M.,.„|,.,|  (,,  l„,  iii^,  ,„,.i||,,,.^  cxcpt  that  tlw.M- 
fiiiMiTs  still  sliook  so  wilillv,  too  wildlv,  iiulicd,  to 
restore   the    note   to   its   eiivilope. 

"Tliere,"  sail  Mv.  C'arewe,  "put  it  l)aek,  la<l- 
tlie,  j)ut  it  l)aek  vmirself.  Take  it  to  tlic  ^cntle- 
liiaii  who  sent  you.  I  sie  he's  even  (hs-rnised  his 
hand  a  trifle  ha!  ha!  -  and  I  siippov  lie  may  not 
liaye  expeeted  the  yonii<r  lady  to  write  his  name 
quite  s()  holdiv  on  the  envelope!  What  do  //an 
suppose!'  " 

'•  I  d'know,"  ntunied  the  l)oy.  '*  I  reekoii  I 
don't  hardly  understand." 

"No,  of  course  not,"  said  .Mr.  Carewe,  laugli- 
in;,-  rather  madly.  "  Ha.  ha,  ha!  Of  course  you 
wouldn't.      And  iiow  much  did  he  ^ive  vou.^" 

"  Yay !  "  cried  the  other,  joyously.  "  Didn't  he 
S"  Jind  hand  me  a  dollar!  " 

"  How  much  will  you  take  not  to  tell  him  tiiat 
I  stoi)j[)e<i  you  and  read  it;  ho.,  much  not  to  speak 
of  me  at  all?" 
•'  What?  " 
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"  I*'s  ji  foolisli  kind  of  joko,  notliinpf  more.  I'll 
Kivc  you  five  dollurs  never  to  tell  anyone  that  you 
!>uw  me  to-day." 

"  Don't  shoot,  Colonel,"  cxchiinicd  the  youth, 
with  a  riotous  fling  of  bare  feet  in  the  air,  "  I'll 
come  down !  " 

"You'll  do  it?" 

"Five!"  he  shouted,  dancing  upon  the  boards. 
"Five!  I'll  cross  my  heart  to  die  I  luver  hear 
tell  of  you,  or  ever  knew  they  'wti.s  sich  a  man  in 
the  world !  " 

Carewe  bent  over  l;Mn.  "No!  Sav:  'God 
strike  me  dead  and  condeiim  me  eternallv  to  the 
everlasting  flames  of  hell  if  I  ever  tell !  " 

This  entailed  quick  sobriety,  though  only  benev- 
olence was  in  the  face  above  him.  The  jig-step 
stopped,  and  tlir  boy  pondered,  frightened. 

"  Have  I  got   to  say  that.^  " 

Mr.  Carewe  produced  a  bank-bill  about  wliich 
the  boy  beheld  a  halo.  Clearlv  this  was  hi>  dav ; 
heaven  showed  its  approval  of  his  conduct  by  an 
outpouring  of  imperishable  riches.  And  yet  the 
oath    misliked    him;    there    was    a    savor    of    the 
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dcnionianil  coiitnicf :  still  flwit  was  to  \w  homo  and 
till-  pluiiKt'  taken,  for  tluiv  fliittcnd  tlio  liii^o  sum 
Inforc  liis  <la//l.(l  eves.  Ho  took  a  «l(Tp  hroath. 
"*(J(ul  strikf  iiK'  dead'"— Ir.  Iw^m,  slowly— 
*"  if  I  ever  ' " 

"  No.      '  And    condemn    ino   to  tlie   cverldsting 
flames  of  lull  ' " 

"Have  I  jrot  to?" 

"  Yos." 

— "  '  And  condemn  mo  to — to  tlio  everlasting 
flames  of — of  hell,  if  I  ever  tell!'  " 

ITe  ran  off,  pale  witli  the  fear  that  he  nii<,'ht 
grow  up,  take  to  drink  and  some  day  tell  in 
Ins  cuj)s,  hut  so  resolved  not  to  coquet  with  temp- 
tation that  he  went  round  a  block  to  avoid  the 
door  of  the  Kouen  House  bar.  Nevertheless,  the 
note  was  in  his  hand  and  the  fortune  in  his  pocket. 

And  Mr.  Carewe  was  safe.  He  knew  that  the 
boy  would  never  tell,  and  lie  knew  another  thino-, 
for  he  had  read  the  Journal,  though  it  came  no 
more  to  his  house:  he  knew  that  Tom  Vanrevel 
wore  his  uniform  that  evening,  and  that,  even  in 
the  dusk,  the  brass  buttons  on  an  officer's  breast 
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mako  M  ^00(1  mark  for  a  giui  steadied  nhmp;  the 
li'd^r,.  of  a  window.  As  lu'  iiitiri(l  tlif  grates 
nnd  wont  toward  the  house  lie  ^laneed  up  dt  the 
window  whiili  overlooked  his  garden  from  the 
cupola. 
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T/ic  Uniform 

CRAILEY  was  not  tlic  only  nmn  In  Rouen 
wlio   li.id    lutn   saying   to  himself  all   day 
that    each    accustomed    thing   he   did    was 
(lone   for   the   last   time.      Many   of  his   comrades 
went  ahout  with  "  Farewell,  old  friend,"  in  their 
luarts,  not  only  for  the  people,  but  for  the  usual 
things  of  life  and  the  actions  of  habit,  now  be- 
come uncxi.ectedly  dear  and  sweet  to  know  or  to 
I)erf,.rm.     So  Tom  ^•anrevel,  relieved  of  his  hot 
uniform,    loose     as     to     collar,     wearing     a     big 
dressing-gown,  and  stretched  in  a  chair,  watched 
the  sunset  from  tlie  western  window  of  the  dusty 
office,  where  he  had  dreamed  through  many  sun- 
Mts    in    summers   past,    and    now   took    his    leave 
of  this  old  habit  of  his  In  silence,  with  a  long  cigar, 
considering  the  chances   largely  against  his  ever 
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soring  tlie  sun  fro  down  iKliInd  tlio  long  wootlcn 
bridge  at  the  foot  of  Muin  Strict  ngiiin. 

The  ruins  of  the  wurtliouses  had  hic  ii  niiiovcdf 
and  tlie  rivir  was  hiid  clear  to  his  siglit :  it  ran 
between  brown  banks  like  a  river  of  rubies,  and,  at 
the  wharf,  the  small  evening  steamboat,  ugly  and 
grim  enough  to  behold  from  near  hy,  lay  pink 
and  lovely  in  that  broad  glow,  tooting  iiiiininent 
departure,  althougli  an  hour  might  elapse  lH>fore 
it  would  back  into  the  current.  The  sun  widened, 
clung  briefly  to  the  hori/on,  and  dropped  behin<l 
the  low  hills  beyond  the  bottom  lands;  the  stream 
grew  pur{)le,  then  took  on  a  lustre  of  pearl 
as  the  stars  came  out,  while  rosy  distances 
changed  to  misty  blue;  the  chatter  of  the  birds  in 
tlie  Main  Street  maples  l)ccame  quieter,  and, 
through  lessening  little  choruses  of  twittering, 
fell  gradually  to  silence.  And  now  the  blue  dusk 
crept  on  the  town,  and  the  corner  drug-store  win- 
dow-lights threw  mottled  colors  on  the  pavemenf;. 
From  the  hall,  outside  the  closed  office-door,  came 
the  sound  of  quick,  light  footsteps;  it  was  Crailey 
going  out;  but  Tom  only  sighed  to  himself,  and 
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did   not  hail  him.     So  these  hght   footsteps  of 
Crailey  Gray  echoed  but  a  moment  in  the  stairway, 
and  were  heard  no  more. 

A  i^y.'  moments  later  a  tall  figure,  wrapped 
from  neck  to  heels  in  a  gray  cloak,  rapidly 
crossed  the  mottled  lights,  and  disappeared  into 
Carewo  Street.  This  cloaked  person  wore  on  lag 
head  a  soldier's  cap,  and  Tom,  not  recognizing 
him  surely,  vaguely  wondered  why  Tappingham 
Marsh  chose  to  muffle  himself  so  warmly  on  a  June 
evening.  He  noted  the  quick,  alert  tread  as  un- 
like Marsh's  usual  gait,  but  no  suspicion  crossed 
his  mind  that  the  figure  might  be  that  of  his 
partner. 

A  rocket  went  up  from  the  Rouen  House, 
then  another,  followed  by  a  salvo  of  anvils  and  a 
rackety  discharge  of  small-arms;  the  beginning  of 
a  noble  display  of  fireworks  in  celebration  of  the 
prospective  victories  of  the  United  States  and  the 
utter  discomfiture  of  the  Mexicans  when  the  Rouen 
Volunteers  should  reach  the  seat  of  war,  an  exhi- 
bition of  patriotism  which  brought  little  pleasure 
to  Mr.  Vanrevel. 
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But  over  the  noise  of  the  street  lie  heard  his 
own  name  shouted  from  tlie  stairway,  and  almost 
instantly  a  violent  knocking  assailed  the  door.  Be- 
fore he  ould  bid  the  visitor  enter,  the  door 
was  flung  open  by  a  stout  and  excited  colored 
woman,  who,  at  sight  of  him,  threw  up  her  hands 
in  tremulous  thanksgiving.  It  was  the  vain 
Mamie. 

She  sank  into  a  chair,  and  rocked  herself  to  and 
fro,  gasping  to  regain  her  lost  breath.  "  Bless  de 
good  Go<!  'Imighty  you  ain'  gone  out ! "  she 
panted.  "  I  run  an'  I  run,  an'  I  come  so  fas'  I 
got  stitches  in  de  side  f'um  head  to  heel ! " 

Tom  brought  her  a  glass  of  water,  which  she 
drank  between  gasps. 

"  I  nevah  run  so  befo'  enduin'  my  livin'  days," 
she  asserted.  "  You  knows  me,  who  I  am  an' 
whum  I  cum  Turn,  nigh's  well's  I  knows  who  you 
is,  I  reckon,  Maje'  Vanrevel?" 

"  Yes,  yes,  I  know.  Will  you  tell  me  who  sent 
you .'' " 

"  Miz  Tanberry,  suh,  dat  who  sended  me,  an* 
in  a  venomous  hurry  she  done  de  same! " 
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"  Yes.     Why?    Docs  slic  want  me?  » 
Mamie   emitted    a    screech.      "'Deed   she   mos' 
everhis'in'ly   does   not!    Dat   de  ve'y    exackindes' 
livin'  ring  slie  does  not  want!  " 
"  Then  what  is  it,  Mamie?  " 
"  Liinme  git  my  bref,  suli,  an'  you  hole  yo'nc 
whiles    I    tell    you!     She    say    to    me,    she    say: 
'Is   you    'quainted    Maje'   Vanrevel,    Mamie?'   s' 
slie,  an'  I  up'n'  ansuh,  '  Not  to  speak  wid,  but  dey 
ain'    none    on    'em    I    don'    knows    by    sight,    an' 
none  k'ttcrer  dan  him,'  I  say.     Den  she  say,  she 
say:  '  You  run  all  de  way  an'  fin'  dat  young  man,' 
she  say,  s'  she,  '  an'  if  you  don'  git  dah   fo'  he 
leave,    er  don'    stop    him    on    de    way,    den    God 
'Inu-ghty  fergive  you!'  she  say.     'But  you  tell 
l.im   f'um  Jane  Tanberry   not  to  come  nigh  dis 
house  or  dis  gyahden   dis  night!     Tell  him  dat 
Jane  Tanberry  warn  liim  ho  mus'  keep  outer  Ca- 
rewe's  way   ontel   he  safe  on  de  boat  to-morrer. 
Tell  him  June  Tanberry  beg  him  to  stay  in  he 
own   room  dis  night,  an'  dat  she  beg  it  on  her 
bented  knees!'     An'  dis  she  say  to  me  when  I 
tole  her  what  Nelson  see  in  dat  house  dis  cvenin'. 
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An*  hyuh  I  is,  an'  hyuh  you  is,  an'  de  blessed 
Jesus  be  thank',  you  is  \\yu\\ !  " 

Tom  regarded  lier  with  a  ^ave  attention. 
"  What  made  Mrs.  Tanberrj  think  I  might  \k 
coming  there  to-night.''  " 

"  Dey's  cur'ous  gcin's-on  in  dat  house,  suh ! 
De  young  lady  she  ain'  like  herself;  all  de  day 
long  she  wanduh  up  an'  down  an'  roun'  about. 
Miz  Tanberry  arc  a  mighty  guessifying  woman, 
an'  do  minute  I  tell  her  what  Nelse  see,  h.ie  s'pcc' 
you  a-comin'  an'  dat  de  boss  mos'  pintedly  prc- 
parin'  fo'  it !  " 

"  Can  you  make  it  a  little  dearer  for  me, 
Mamie.?     I'm  afraid  I  don't  understand." 

"  Well,  suh,  you  know  dat  ole  man  Nelson,  he 
allays  tell  me  ev'yt'ing  he  know,  an'  ev'yt'ing  he 
tliink  he  know,  jass  de  same,  suh.  An'  dat  ole 
Nelse,  he  mos'  'sessful  cull'd  man  in  de  worl'  to 
crope  roun'  de  house  an'  piek  up  de  gossip  an' 
git  de  'fo'  an'  behinc  er  what's  goin'  on.  So 
'twas  dat  he  sec  de  boss,  when  he  come  in  to'des 
evenin',  tek  dat  heavy  musket  offn'  de  racks  an' 
load  an'  clean  her,  an'  he  do  it  wid  a  mighty  bad 
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look  'bout  de  niouf.     Den  he  gone  up  to  de  c-upoly 
an'     lef     it    dah,    an'    den    conic    down    ag'in. 
Whiles  dcy  all  is  eatin',  he  'nounce  th'ee  time'  dat 
he  goin'   be   'waj   endu'iii'   de   evenin'.      Ucn    he 
gone  out  de  front  do',  an'  out  de  gates,  an'  down 
de  street.     Den,  suh,  den,  suh,  'tain't  no  nio'n  a 
half-'n-'our  ago,   Nelse   eonie   to   me  an'  say   dat 
he  see  de  boss  come  roun'  de  stable,  keepin'  dose 
in  by  de  shrubbery,  an'  crope  in  de  ball-roon.  win- 
der, w'ich   is  close  to  de  groun',  suh.      Nelse  'uz 
a  cleanin'  he  harness  in  de  back  yoM  an'  he  let 
on  not  to  see  him,  like.      Miss  Iktty,  she  ualkin' 
in    her   gyahden    an'    Miz    Tanberry    fan'   on    de 
poVh.      Nelse,    he    slip    de    house    whuh    de    lights 
nin'    lit,    an'    stan'    an'    listen    long    time    in    de 
liberry  at  de  foot  er  dem  sta'hs;  «„'  /,,-  h,j„n  j^t 
man  move,  suh!  Den  Nelse  know  dat  he  done  crope 
up  to  de  cupoly  room  a.i'— an'  dat  he  settin'  dab, 
uaitin\'     Soze  he  come  an'  tole  me,  an'  I  beg  Miz 
Tanberry   come  in  de  kitchen,  an'   I   shet  de  do' 
an'  I  tole  her.     An'  she  sended  me  hyuh  to  you, 
suh.  An'  if  you  'uz  a-goin',  de  good  God  'Imighty 
nius'  er  kej)'  you  ontel  I  got  hyuh!" 
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"No;  I  wasn't  going."  Tom  smiled  upon  her 
sadly.  "I  dare  say  there's  a  simpler  expla- 
nation. Don't  you  suppose  that  if  Nelson  was 
right  and  Mr.  Carewe  really  did  come  back,  it 
was  because  he  did  not  wish  his  daughter  and  Mrs. 
Tanbcrry  to  know  that — that  he  expected  a  party 
of  friends,  possibly,  to  join  him  there  later?  " 

"What  he  doin'  wid  dat  gun,  suh?  Nobody 
goin'  play  cyahds  ner  frow  dice  wid  a  ^un,  is 
dey?  "  asked  Mamie,  as  she  rose  and  walked  toward 
the  door. 

"  Oh,  that  was  probably  by  chance." 
"  No,  suh  !  "  she  cried,  vehemently.  '  ■  An'  dem 
gclnmn  wouldn'  play  t'-night,  no  way;  mos'  on 
'cm  goin'  wid  you  to-morrcr  an'  dey  sayin'  good- 
by  to  de'r  folks  dis  cvcnin',  not  ganiblin'!  Miz 
Tanberry  '11  be  in  a  state  er  mine  ontcl  she  hyuh 
Tum  me,  an'  I  goin'  hurry  back.  You  won'  come 
dab,  suh.?  I  kin  tell  her  dat  you  say  you  sutncy 
ain'  comin'  nigh  our  neighborhood  dis  night?" 

*'  I  had  not  dreamed  of  coming,  tell  her,  please. 
Probably  I  shall  not  go  out  at  all  this  evening. 
But  it  was  kind  of  you  to  come.     Good-night." 
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He  stood  witli  a  ciimlle  to  light  her  down  the 
stairs,  but  after  she  had  gone  he  did  not  return 
to  the  office.  Instead,  he  went  slowly  up  to  his  own 
room,  glancing  first  into  Crailey's — the  doors  of 
neither  were  often   locked — to  behold  a  chaos  of 
disorder    and    unfinished    packing.     In    his    own 
chamber  it  only   remained   for  him   to   close   the 
lids  of  a   few   big   boxes,  and   to   pack  a   small 
trunk    which    he    meant    to    take    with    him    to 
the    camp    of    the    State    troops,    and    he    would 
be  ready  for  departure.     He  set  about  this  task, 
and,   concluding  that   there  was   no  necessity   to 
wear   his    uniform   on    the   steamboat,   decided    to 
place  it  in  the  trunk,  and  went  to  the  bed  where 
he  had  folded  and  left  it.     It  was  not  there.     Nor 
flid  a  thorough  search  reveal  it  anywhere  in  the 
room.     Yet  no  one  could  have  stolen  it,  for  when 
he  had   gone  dov.n  to  the  office   Crailey   had   re- 
mained on  this  floor.     INIamic  had  come  within  a 
few  minutes  after  Crailey  went  out,  and  during 
his  conversation  with  her  the  office-door  had  been 
open;    no   one   could    have   passed    without   being 
seen.     Also,  a  thief  would  have  taken  other  things 
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as  well  as  the  uniform;  and  surely  Crailey  must 
have  heard ;  Crailey  would — Crailey ! 

Then  Tom  remembered  the  figure  in  the  long 
cloak  and  the  military  cap,  and,  with  a  sick  heart, 
began  to  understand.  He  had  read  the  Journal, 
and  he  knew  why  Crailey  might  wish  to  masquer- 
ade in  a  major's  uniform  that  night.  If  Miss  Ca- 
rewe  read  it  too,  and  a  strange  wonder  rose  in  her 
mind,  this  and  a  word  would  convince  her.  Tom 
considered  it  improbable  that  the  wonder  would 
rise,  for  circumstances  had  too  well  established  her 
in  a  mistake,  trivial  and  ordinary  enough  at  first, 
merely  the  confusing  of  two  names  by  a  girl  new  to 
the  town,  but  so  strengthened  by  every  confirma- 
tion Crailey's  wit  could  compass  that  she  would, 
no  doubt,  only  set  Cummings's  paragraph  aside  as 
a  newspaper  error.  Still,  Crailey  had  wished  to  be 
on  the  safe  side ! 

Tom  sighed  rather  bitterly.  He  was  convinced 
that  the  harlequin  would  come  home  soon,  replace 
the  uniform  (which  was  probably  extremely  be- 
coming to  liim,  as  they  were  of  a  height  and 
figure  much  the  same),  and  afterward,  in  his  or- 

[313] 


!  I 


The  Two  Vanrci'da 

(Unary  dress,  would  sally  forth  to  spend  his 
last  evening  with  Fanchon.  Tom  wondered  how 
C'ruilcy  would  feel  and  what  he  would  think  about 
himself  while  he  was  changing  his  clothes;  but  he 
rcniemoered  his  partner's  extraordinary  powers  of 
mental  adjustment —and  for  the  first  lime  in  his 
life  V'anievcl  made  no  allowance  for  the  other's 
temperament ;  and  there  came  to  him  a  moment 
when  he  felt  that  he  could  almost  dislike  Crailey 
Gray. 

At  all  events,  he  would  go  out  until  Crailey  had 
come  and  left  again ;  for  he  had  no  desire  to  be- 
liold  the  masquerader's  return.  So  he  exchanged 
his  dressing-gown  for  a  coat,  fastened  his  collar, 
and  had  begun  to  arrange  his  cravat  at  the  mirror, 
when,  suddenly,  the  voice  of  the  old  negrcss  seemed 
to  sound  close  beside  him  in  the  room : 

"  He's  settin'  Anh—xcaitin' !  " 

Tlie  cravat  was  never  tied ;  Tom's  hands  dropped 
to  his  sides  as  he  started  back  from  the  staring  face 
in  the  mirror.     Robert  Carewe  was  waiting — and 

Crailey All  at  once  there  was  but  one  vital 

necessity  in  the  world  for  Tom  Vanrevel,  that  was 
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to  find  Cmilcy ;  he  must  go  to  Crailcy — even  in  Ca- 
rcwi's  own  liousc — he  must  fro  to  Crailey ! 

lie  (Ifislicd  down  tlic  stairs  and  into  the  street. 
The  people  were  making  a  great  ujjroar  in  front 
of  the  hotel,  exploding  bombs,  firing  muskets  in 
the  air,  sending  up  rockets;  and  rapidly  crossing 
the  outskirts  of  the  crowd,  he  passed  into  C'arewe 
Street,  unnoticed.  Here  the  detonations  were  not 
so  deafening,  tliough  the  little  steamboat  at  the 
wharf  was  contributing  to  the  confusion  with  all 
in  her  power,  screeching  simultaneously  approval 
of  the  celebration  and  her  last  signals  of  departure. 

At  the  first  corner  Tom  had  no  more  than  left 
the  sidewalk  when  he  came  within  a  foot  of  being 
ridden  down  by  two  horsemen  who  rode  at  so  des- 
perate a  gallop  that  (the  sound  of  their  hoof-beats 
being  lost  in  the  uproar  from  Main  Street)  they 
were  upon  him  before  he  was  aware  of  them. 

He  leaped  back  with  an  angry  shout  to  know 
who  they  were  that  they  rode  so  wildly.  At  the 
same  time  a  sharp  explosion  at  the  foot  of  the 
street  sent  a  red  flare  over  the  scene,  a  flash,  gone 
with  such  incredible  swiftness  into  renewed  dark- 
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noss  that  ho  snw  the  flying  horsemen  almost  as 
cquestriun  statiios  ilhiiiiined  hy  a  flicker  of  li^ht- 
ninpf,  hut  ho  saw  them  with  the  same  (h'sti  not  noss 
tliat  lifrlitninff  gives,  and  recoprnized  the  foremost 
as  Robert  Carewc.  And  in  the  instant  of  tliat 
rcoofrnition,  Tom  knew  what  had  liappened  to 
Crailev  Gray,  for  '  saw  the  truth  in  the  ghastly 
face  of  his  enemv. 

Carewe  rode  stiffly,  h'ke  a  man  frozen  upon  his 
horse,  and  liis  face  was  h'ke  tliat  of  a  frozen  man ; 
his  eyes  glassy  and  not  fixed  upon  his  course,  so 
that  it  was  a  deathly  thing  to  see.  Once,  long 
ago,  Tom  had  seen  a  man  riding  for  his  life,  and 
he  wore  this  same  look.  The  animal  bounded  and 
swer\'ed  under  Vanrevel's  enemy  in  the  mad  nish 
down  the  street,  but  he  sat  rigid,  bolt  upright 
in  the  saddle,  his  face  set  to  that  look  of  cold- 
ness. 

The  second  rider  was  old  Nelson,  who  rode  with 
body  crouched  forward,  his  eyeballs  like  shining 
porcelain  set  in  ebony,  and  his  arm  like  a  flail, 
cruelly  lashing  his  own  horse  and  liis  master's  with 
a  heavy  whip. 
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"De  stinmhoat !  "  he  slioutid,  hoarsely,  bring- 
ing' down  tiie  lush  on  one  and  tluii  on  the 
other.  "  De  steamboat,  de  steamboat — fo'  Clod's 
bake,  honey,  de  steamlK)at !  " 

They  swept  into  Main  Street,  Nelson  leaning 
far  across  to  the  other's  bridle,  and  turning  both 
horses  loward  the  river,  but  before  they  had  made 
the  corner,  Tom  Vanrevel  was  running  with  all  the 
speed  that  was  in  him  toward  his  enemy's  house. 
The  one  block  between  him  and  that  forbidden 
ground  seemed  to  him  miles  long,  and  he  felt  that 
he  was  running  as  a  man  in  a  dream,  and,  at  the 
highest  pitch,  of  agonized  exertion,  covering  no 
space,  but  only  working  the  air  in  one  place,  like 
a  treadmill.  All  that  was  in  his  mind,  heart,  and 
soul  was  to  reach  Crailey.  He  had  known  by  the 
revelation  of  Carewe's  face  in  what  case  he  would 
find  his  friend;  but  as  he  ran  he  put  the  knowl- 
edge from  him  with  a  great  shudder,  and  resolved 
upon  incredulity  in  spite  of  his  certainty.  All  he 
let  himself  feel  was  the  need  to  run,  to  run 
until  he  found  Crailey,  who  was  somewhere  in 
the  darkness  of  the  trees  about  the  long,  low  house 
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on  the  corner.     When  lie  rciuhed  tlic  bonKring 
Iiedge,   111-   (iid    not   stay    for   giitt-  or    pulli,   hut, 
with  a  loud  shout,  Imrlid  himself  hfilf  ov.  r,  hulf 
tlirough,  the  liodgo,  hkc  ii  holt  from  a  catapult. 

Lights  shone  from  only  one  room  in  the  house, 
the  library;  but  as  he  ran  toward  tlie  j)()ivli  a 
candle  flickered  in  the  hall,  and  there  came  the 
sound  of  a  voice  weeping  with  terror. 

At  tliat  he  called  more  desperately  upon  his  in- 
credulity to  aid  him,  for  tlic  voice  was  .Mrs.  Tan- 
berry's.  If  it  hud  been  any  other  than  she,  who 
sobbed  so  hopelessly— she  who  was  always  steady 
and  strong !  If  lie  could,  he  would  have  stopped 
to  pray,  now,  before  lie  faced  her  and  the  truth; 
but  his  flying  feet  carried  him  on. 

"  Who  is  it.?  "  she  gasped,  brokenly,  from  the 
hall.     "Mamie.'     Have  you  brought  him. >  " 

"It's  I,"  he  cried,  as  he  plun;4id  through  the 
doorway.     "  It's  Vanrevel." 

Mrs.  Tanberry  set  the  iron  candlestick  down 
upon  the  table  witli  a  crash. 

"You've  come  too  late!"  she  sobbed.  "An- 
other man  has  taken  your  death  on  hhnself." 
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lie  rcolod  hack  against  the  wall.  "Oh,  (lod!" 
he  said.     "  Oh,  God,  (icnl,  (mmI  !     Crailey !  " 

"  Yes,"  she  answered.  "  It's  the  poor  vagabond 
that  you  loved  so  well." 

Together  they  ran  through  the  hall  to  the  li- 
brary. Crailey  was  lying  on  the  long  sofa,  liis 
eyes  closed,  his  head  like  a  piece  of  canen  marble, 
the  gay  uniform,  in  which  he  had  tricked  himself 
out  so  gallantly,  open  at  the  thrwit,  and  his  white 
linen  stained  with  a  few  little  splotches  of  red. 

Beside  him  knelt  Miss  Betty,  holding  her  lace 
handkerchief  upon  his  breast ;  she  was  as  white 
as  he,  and  as  motionless;  so  that,  as  she  knelt 
there,  immovable  beside  him,  her  ann  like  alabaster 
across  his  breast,  they  might  have  been  a  sculptor's 
group.  The  handkerchief  was  stained  a  little,  like 
the  linen,  and  like  it,  too,  stained  but  a  little.  Near- 
by, on  the  floor,  stood  a  flask  of  brandy  and  a 
pitcher  of  water. 

"  You !  "  Miss  Betty's  face  showed  no  change, 
nor  even  a  faint  surprise,  as  her  eyes  fell  upon 
Tom  Vanrevel,  but  her  lips  soundlessly  framed  the 
word.     "  Y'ou !  " 
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Tom  flung  hinisclf  on  liis  kiKts  beside  her. 

"  Crailey ! "  he  cried,  in  u  sharp  voice  that 
had  a  terrible  shake  in  it.  "  C'niiley !  C'railey,  I 
want  you  to  hear  nie !  "  He  took  one  of  the  limp 
hands  in  liis  and  began  to  chafe  it,  while  Mrs. 
Tanberry  grasped  tlie  other. 

"  There's  still  a  movement  in  the  pulse,"  she 
faltered. 

♦'  Still!  "  echoed  Tom,  roughly.  "  You're  mad ! 
You  made  me  think  Crailey  was  dead!  Do  you 
think  Crailey  Gray  is  going  to  die.''  He  couldn't, 
I  tell  you — ho  couldn't;  you  don't  know  him! 
Who's  gone  for  the  doctor.'"'  He  dashed  some 
brandy  upon  his  handkerchief  and  set  it  to  the 
white  lips. 

"  Mamie.  She  was  here  in  the  room  with  mc 
when  it  happened." 

"  '  Happened  ' !  '  Happened  ' !  "  he  mocked  her, 
furiously.     "  '  Haj)pened  '  is  a  beautiful  word  !  " 

"  God  forgive  me ! "  sobl)ed  Mrs.  Tanberry. 
"  I  was  sitting  in  the  library,  and  Mamie  had  just 
come  from  you,  when  we  heard  Mr.  Carewe  shout 
from   the   cupola   room :   '  Stand  away   from    my 
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daughter,  Vanrevel,  and  take  this  Hke  a  dog!' 
Only  that; — and  Mamie  and  I  ran  to  the  window, 
and  we  saw  through  the  dusk  a  man  in  uniform 
leap  back  from  Miss  Betty — they  were  in  tliat  ht- 
tle  open  space  near  the  hedge.  He  called  out  some- 
tliing  and  waved  his  hand,  hut  the  shot  came  at 
the  same  time,  and  he  fell.  Even  then  I  was  sure, 
in  sjjite  of  what  Mamie  had  said,  I  was  as  sure 
as  Robert  Carewc  was,  tliat  it  was  you.  lie  came 
and  took  one  look — and  sa^v — and  then  Nelson 
brought  th-  .orses  and  made  him  mount  and  go. 
Mamie  ran  for  the  doctor,  and  Betty  and  I  car- 
ried Crailcy  in.     It  was  hard  work." 

Miss  Betty's  hand  had  fallen  from  Crailcy's 
breast  where  Tom's  took  its  place.  She  rose  un- 
steadily to  her  feet  and  pushed  back  the  hair 
from  her  forehead,  shivering  convulsively  as  she 
looked  down  at  the  motionless  figure  on  the 
sofa. 

"  Crailcy ! "  said  Tom,  in  the  same  angry, 
shaking  voice.  "  Crailcy,  you've  got  to  rouse 
yourself!  This  won't  do;  you've  got  to  be  a 
man !     Crailcy ! "     He   was   trying   to   force    the 
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brandy     through     the     tightly     clenched     teeth. 
"  Crailcy ! " 

"  Crailcy ! "  whispered  Miss  Betty,  leaning 
heavily  on  the  back  of  a  chair.  "  Crailcy  ?  "  She 
looked  at  Mrs.  Tanbcrry  with  vagiie  interro- 
gation, but  Mrs.  Tanbcrry  did  not  under- 
stand. 

"  Crailcy ! » 

It  was  then  that  Crailey's  eyelids  fluttered  and 
slo.vly  opened;  and  his  wandering  glance,  dull  at 
first,  slowly  grew  clear  and  twinkling  as  it  rested 
on  the  ashy,  stricken  face  of  his  best  friend. 

"  Tom,"  he  said,  feebly,  "  it  was  worth  the 
price,  to  wear  your  clothes  just  once!" 

And  then,  at  last.  Miss  Betty  saw  and  under- 
stood. For  not  the  honest  gentleman,  whom  every- 
one except  Robert  Carewc  held  in  esteem  and  af- 
fection, not  her  father's  enemy,  Vanrcvel,  lay  be- 
fore her  with  the  death-wound  in  his  breast  for 
her  sake,  but  that  other — Crailcy  Gray,  the 
ne'er-do-weel  and  light-o'-love,  Crailey  Gray,  wit, 
poet,  and  scapegrace,  the  well-beloved  town 
scamp. 
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He  saw  that  she  knew,  and,  as  liis  bri^litcn- 
inff  eyes  wandered  up  to  her,  lie  smiled  faintly. 
"  Even  a  bad  dog  likes  to  have  his  day,"  he  whis' 
percd. 
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CHAPTER   XIX 

T/ic  Mag  Goes  Marching  By 

ILL  CUMMINGS  had  almndoncd  the 
pen  for  the  sword  until  such  time  as 
Sant.i  Anna  should  cry  for  quarter,  and 
had  left  the  office  in  charge  of  an  imported  :iuh- 
stitutc;  but  late  that  night  he  came  to  his  desk 
once  more,  to  write  the  story  of  the  accident  to 
Corporal  Gray ;  and  the  tjile  that  he  w  rote  had 
been  already  put  into  writing  by  Tom  Vanrevcl 
as  it  fell  from  Crailey's  lips,  after  the  doctor  had 
come,  so  that  none  might  doubt  it.  No  one  did 
doubt  it.  What  reason  had  Mr.  Carcwe  to  injure 
Craiky  Gray.-*  Only  five  in  Rouen  knew  the 
truth;  for  Nelson  had  gone  with  his  master,  and, 
©xccpt  Mamie,  the  other  servants  of  the  Carcwe 
household  had  been  among  the  crowd  in  front  of 
the  Rouen  House  when  the  shot  was  fired. 

So  the  story  went  over  the  town:  how  Crailey 
[  '^'-^  ^  ] 
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had  calUd  to  say  good-bj  to  Mrs.  Tanborry; 
how  Mr.  C'arcwc  happened  to  be  exfiinlning 
tlie  musket  his  father  had  carried  in  1812, 
when  tlic  weapon  was  accidentally  discharged,  the 
ball  entering  Crailcy's  breast;  how  Mr.  Carewe, 
stricken  with  remorse  and  horror  over  this  fright- 
ful misfortune,  and  suffering  too  severe  anguish  of 
mind  to  remain  upon  the  scene  of  the  tragedy 
which  his  carelessness  had  made,  had  fled,  attended 
by  his  servant;  and  how  they  had  leaped  aboard 
the  evening  boat  as  It  was  j)ulling  out,  and  were 
now  on  their  way  down  the  river. 

Arid  this  was  the  story,  too,  that  Tom  told 
Fanchon;  for  it  was  he  who  brought  her  to 
Crailey.  Through  the  long  night  she  knelt  at 
Crailey's  side,  his  hand  always  pressed  to  her 
breast  or  cheek,  her  eyes  always  upward,  and  her 
lips  moving  with  her  prayers,  not  for  Crailey  to 
be  spared,  but  that  the  Father  would  take  good 
care  of  him  in  heaven  till  she  came.  "  I  had  al- 
ready given  him  u}),"  she  said  to  Tom,  meekly,  in 
a  small  voice.  "  I  knew  it  was  to  come,  uiid  per- 
haps this  way  is  Ixtter  than  that— I  thought  it 
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The  Two  Vanret'els 
would  be  far  nwaj  from  nio.     Now  I  can  be  with 
bim,  and  perhaps  I  shall  have  him  a  little  longer, 
for  he  was  to  have  gone  away  before  noon." 

The  morning  sun  rose  upon  a  fair  world,  gay 
with  bird-chattcrings  from  the  big  trees  of  the  Ca- 
rowe  place,  and  pleasant  with  the  odors  of  Miss 
Betty's  garden,  and  Crailey,  lying  upon  the  bed  of 
the  man  who  had  shot  him,  hearkened  and  smiled 
good-by  to  the  summer  he  loved;  and,  when  the 
day  broke,  asked  that  the  bed  be  moved  so  that 
he  might  lie  close  by  the  window.  It  was  Tom 
who  had  borne  him  to  that  room.  "  I  have  car- 
ried him  before  this,"  he  said,  waving  the  others 
aside. 

Not  long  after  sunrise,  when  the  bed  had  been 
moved  near  the  window,  Crailey  begged  Fanchon 
to  bring  him  a  miniature  of  his  mother  which  he 
had  given  her,  and  urged  her  to  go  for  it  her- 
self; he  wanted  no  hands  but  hers  to  touch  it,  he 
said.  And  when  she  had  gone  lie  asked  to  be  left 
alone  with  Tom. 

"  Clive  me  your  hand,  Tom,"  he  said,  faintly. 
"I'd  like  to  keep  hold  of  It  a  minute  or  so.     1 
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couldn't  linvc  said  that  yesterday,  rould  T,  with- 
out causing  us  Iwth  horrihlo  omharrassniont?     But 
I  fancy  I  can  now,  because  I'm  done  for.     That's 
too  bad,  isn't  it?     I'm  very  young,  after  aU.     Do 
you  remember  what  poor   An(h-e  ("henier  said   as 
lie  went  up  to  be  guillotined?—'  There  were  things 
in  this   head  of  mine !  '     But   I  want  to  tell  you 
what's  been  the  matter  with  me.     It  was  just  my 
being  a   bad  sort   of   poet.      I   suppose  that   I've 
never  loved  anyone;   yet    I've  cared   more  deeply 
than  other  men  for  every  lovely  thing  I  ever  saw, 
and   there's  so   little   that  hasn't   loveliness   in   it. 
I'd  be  ashamed  not  to  have  cared  for  the  beauty 
in  all   the  women  I've  made  love  to— but  about 

this  one— the  most  beautiful  of  all — I " 

"  She  will  understand !  "  said  Tom,  (piickly. 
"  She  will — yes — she's  wise  and  good.  If  Fan- 
olion  knew,  there  wouldn't  be  even  a  memory  left 
to  her— and  I  don't  think  she'd  live.  And  do  you 
know,  I  believe  I've  done  a  favor  for  Miss  Betty 
in  getting  myself  shot;  Carewe  will  never  come 
back.  Tom,  was  ever  a  man's  knavery  so  exactly 
the  architect  of  his  own  destruction  as  mine?    And 
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for  what  gain?  Just  the  excitement  of  the  comedy 
from  day  to  day! — for  she  was  sure  to  despise 
me  as  soon  as  she  knew — and  the  desire  to  hear 
her  voice  say  another  kindly  thing  to  me — and  the 
evcriasting  perhaps  in  every  woman,  and  this  one 
the  Heart's  Desire  of  all  the  world!  Ah,  well! 
Tell  me — I  want  to  hear  it  from  you — how  many 
hours  does  the  doctor  say?" 

"  Hours,  Craiky?  "     Tom's  hand  twitched  piti- 
fully in  the  other's  feeble  grasp. 
"  I  know  it's  only  a  few." 
"They're  all  fools,  doctors!"  exclaimed  Van- 
revel,  fiercely. 

"No,  no.  And  I  know  that  nothing  can  be 
done.  You  all  see  it,  and  you  want  me  to  go 
easily — or  you  wouldn't  let  mc  have  my  own 
way  so  much !  It  frightens  me,  I  own  up,  to  think 
that  so  soon  I'll  be  wiser  than  the  wisest  in  the 
world.  Yet  I  always  wanted  to  know.  I've  sought 
and  I've  sought— but  now  to  go  out  alone  on  the 
search— it  must  be  the  seaiv.-ii,  for  the  Holy  Grail 
—I- 
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whisper.     "For  mercy's  sake,  lad.     It  wears  on 
you  so." 

Crailey  laughed  weakly.  "Do  you  think  I 
could  die  peacefully  without  talking  a  great  deal.? 
There's  one  thing  I  want,  Tom.  I  want  to  see 
all  of  them  once  more,  all  the  old  friends  that  arc 
going  down  the  river  at  noon.  What  harm  could 
it  do.?  I  want  them  to  come  by  here  on  their  way 
to  the  boat,  with  the  band  and  the  new  flag.  But 
I  want  the  band  to  play  chccrfiillif!  Ask  'em  to 
play  'Rosin  the  Bow,'  will  you.?  I've  never  be- 
lieved in  mournfulness,  and  I  don't  want  to  see 
any  of  it  now.  It's  the  rankest  impiety  of  all! 
And  besides,  I  want  to  sec  them  as  they'll  he  when 
they  come  marching  home — they  must  look  gay !  " 

"  Ah,  don't,  lad,  don't !  "  Tom  flung  one  arm 
about  the  other's  shoulder  and  Crailey  was  siletif, 
but  rested  his  hand  gently  on  his  friend's  head. 
In  that  attitude  Fanchon  found  them  when  she 
came. 


The  volunteers  gathered  at  the  court-house  two 
hours  before  noon.    They  met  each  other  dismally, 
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speaking   in   undertones   as   they   formed   in  lines 
of     four,    while     their     dispirited     f/ices     showed 
that  the  heart  was  out  of  them.     Not  so  with  the 
crowds  of  country  folk  and  townspeoj)Ie  who  lined 
the   streets  to   see   the   last   of   them.      For  these, 
when  the  band  came  marching  down  the  street  and 
took  its  phice,  set  up  a  royal  cheering  that  grew 
louder  as  Jefferson  Bareaud,  the  color-hearer,  car- 
ried the  flag  to  the  head  of  the  procession.     With 
the  recruits  marched  tlie  veterans  of  1812  and  the 
Indian    wars,    the    one-legged    cohhler    stumj)ing 
along   Inside   Gen.  ral    Trumhle,  wlio   looked   very 
dejected  and  old.     Tlu'  lines  stood  in  silence,  and 
responded    to   the   cheering   hy    quietly    removing 
tlieir   hats;  so  that   the  people  whispered   that   it 
was   more   like   an   Odd    Fellows'    Sunday   funeral 
than  the  departure  of  enthusiastic  patriots  for  the 
seat  of  war.     General  Trumblc's  was  not  the  only 
sad  face  in  the  ranks;  all  were  downcast  and  nerv- 
ous, even  those  of  the  lads  from  the  country,  who 
had  not  known  the  comrade  they  were  to  leave  be- 
hind. 

Jefferson   unfurled   the  flag;    Marsh    gave   the 
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word  of  coniiimiHl,  \\w  Imml  lu'^r,,,,  *(•  j)l„v  a  iiuiik- 
stcj),  aiid  the  procession  iMO\r,l  forward  down  the 
cliccrin^r  lane  of  Hoplo,  wlio  waved  little  Ha^rs  and 
liandkerchiefs  and  throw  their  hats  in  the  air  as 
tliey  shouted.  But,  contrary  to  exj)eclatix)n,  the 
parade  was  not  directly  alon^  Main  Street  to 
the  river.  "  Ri^ht  wheel!  .March'"  conunan.led 
Tappin^hani,  luiarsely,  wavin^r  his  hwonl,  and 
JefFerson  led  the  way  into  (  arewe  Street. 

"  i'or  (Jod's  .sake,  tlon't  cry  now !  "  and  Tap- 
pin^hain,  with  a  lar^'c  drop  htreakin<'  down  his 
own  cheek,  turne<l  savagely  upon  Lieutenant  Cuin- 
nn'ngs.  "That  isn't  what  he  wants.  He  wants 
to  see  us  lookin<r  cheery  and  smiling.  We  can  do 
it  for  hiiu  this  once,  I  guess!  I  never  saw  /,.;« 
any  other  way." 

"  Vou  look  damn  'JUiiling  yourself!"  snuffled 
Will. 

"  I  will  when  wc  turn  in  at  the  gates,"  retorted 
his  Captain.  "  On  niy  soul,  I  -vear  I'll  kill  every 
sniffling  idiot  that  doesn't !— In  line,  there!"  he 
stormed  ferociously  at  a  big  recruit. 

'i'lie  lively  strains  of  the  hand  and  Ih.  sliout- 
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ing   of    the   people    grew    loiuler    nntl    louder    In 

the  room  where  Crailej  Iny.     His  eyes  glistened 

as  he  heard,  and  he  siniletl,  not  the  old  smile  of 

the  worldly  prelate,  but  merrily,  like  u  ehild  win  u 

music  is  heard.     The  room  was  darkened,  save  for 

the  light  of  the  one  window  which  fell  softly  upon 

his  head  and  breast  and  upon  another  fair  head 

close  to  liis,  where  Fanchon  knelt.     In  the  shadows 

at  one  end  of  the  roon>  were  Miss  Betty  and  Mrs. 

Tanberry  and  Mrs.  IJareauil  and  the  white-haired 

doctor  who  had  said,  "  Let  him  have  his  own  way 

in  all  he  asks."    Tom  stood  alone,  close  by  the  head 

of  the  couch. 

"Hail  to  the  band!"  CVailey  chuckled,  softly, 
"  How  the  rogues  keej)  the  tin»e!  It's  '  Kosin  the 
Bow,'  all  right !  Ah,  that  is  as  it  should  be.  Mrs. 
Tanberry,  you  and  I  have  one  thing  in  conunon, 
if  you'll  let  me  flatter  myself  so  far:  we've  always 
believed  in  good  cheer  in  spite  of  the  devil  and 
all,  you  and  I,  vh?  The  best  of  things,  even  if 
things  are  bad,  dear  lady,  eh?" 

"  You  darling  vagabond!  "  .Mrs.  Tanberry  mur- 
mured, trying  to  smile  back  to  him. 
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"  Hurk  to  'cm !  "  said  Cniili-y.  "  They're  very 
lujir!  Only /irar  the  people  cheer  tlieiii!  They'll 
'  niurcli  Hwny  so  j?aily,'  won't  they? — and  how 
ri|;ht  that  is!"  The  vangnnnl  appeared  in  the 
street,  and  over  the  hedge  gleamed  the  oncoming 
hanner,  the  fresh  colors  flying  out  on  a  strong 
breeze.  Crailey  greeted  it  with  a  breatidess  cry. 
"There's  the  flag — look,  Fanchon,  jjour  flag! — 
waving  above  the  hedge;  and  it's  Jeff  who  carries 
it.  Doesn't  it  always  make  you  want  to  dance! 
Bravo,  bravo !  " 

The  procession  halted  for  a  moment  in  the 
street  and  the  music  ceased.  Then,  with  a  jubilant 
flourish  of  brass  and  the  roll  of  drums,  the  band 
struck  up  "The  Star  Spangled  Banner,"  and 
Jefferson  Bareaud  proudly  led  the  way  through 
the  gates  and  down  tlic  driveway,  the  bright  silk 
streaming  overhead.  Behind  him  briskly  marched 
the  volunteers,  with  heads  erect  and  cheerful  faces, 
ns  they  knew  Corporal  Gray  wished  to  see  them, 
their  Captain  flourishing  his  sword  in  the  air. 

"Here  they  come!  Do  you  see,  Fanchon?" 
cried   Crailey,    excitedly.     "  They    arc   all   there, 
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Jeff  and  Tuppinglmni,  ami  the  two  Madril- 
lons  and  Will,  the  dear  old  f^jjow— he'll  never 
write  a  decent  paragraph  as  long  as  he  lives,  Go<l 
bless  him!— and  young  Frank— what  deviltries 
I've  led  the  hoy  into!— and  there's  the  old  Gen- 
oral,  forgetting  all  the  tiffs  we've  had.  Go<l  bless 
thcni  all  and  grant  them  all  a  safe  return !  What 
on  earth  are  they  taking  off  their  hats  for?— 
Ah,  good-by,  boys,  good-hy  !  " 

They  saw  the  white  face  at  the  window,  an,l 
the  slender  hand  fluf firing  its  farewell,  and  Tap- 
pingham  halted  his  men. 

"Three  times  three  for  Corjwral  Gray!"  \m^ 
shouted,  managing,  somehow,  to  keep  the  smile 
upon  his  lips.  "  Three-  times  three,  and  may  ho 
rejoin  his  company  Infore  wc  enter  the  Mexican 
cajjital !  " 

He  beat  the  time  for  the  thunderous  cheers  that 
they  gave ;  the  procession  descrilK-d  a  circle  on  the 
lawH,  and  then,  with  the  band  playing  an.l  colors 
flying,  passed  out  of  the  gates  and  took  up  the 
march  to  the  wharf. 

"The  flag,  the  flag!"  whispered  Crailev,  fol- 
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lowinff  it  with  his  eyes.  "  It  shows  that  you 
helped  iiiako  it,  Funchon,  it's  so  Ix^mitiful.  Ah, 
Tom,  they've  suid  we  abused  it,  sometimes — it  was 
only  tliat  wc  loved  it  so  well  .we  didn't  like  to  sec 
anyone  make  it  look  silly  or  mean.  But,  after  all, 
no  man  can  do  that — no,  nor  no  group  of  men, 
nor  party  !  Ilis  voice  grew  louder  as  the  last  strains 
of  the  music  came  more  faintly  from  the  street. 
"  They'll  take  your  banner  across  the  Rio  (Irande, 
Fanehon,  but  that  is  not  all — some  day  its  stars 
must  spread  over  the  world !  Don't  you  all  see 
that  they  will?" 

After  a  little  while,  he  closed  his  eyes  with  a 
sigh ;  the  dcxtor  bent  over  him  quickly,  and  ]\Iiss 
Betty  started  forward  unconsciously  and  cried  out. 

But  the  bright  eyes  opened  again  and  fixed 
themselves  upon  her  with  all  their  old,  gay  in- 
scrutability. 

''  Not  yet,"  said  Crailey.  "  Miss  Carcwe,  may 
I  tell  you  that  I  am  sorry  I  could  not  have  known 
you  sooner?  Perhaps  you  nn'ght  liave  liked  me 
for  Fanchon's  sake — I  know  you  care  for  lier." 

"  I  do — I  do!  "  she  faltered.  "  I  love  her,  and 
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—ah!— I   do   like  you,    ]\Ir.    Gray,    for   I   know 
you,  thouffh  I  never— nut  you  until— last  niftht. 
CIo<l  hkss  you — God  hlcss  you !  " 

She  wnvorcd  u  moment,  like  a  lily  in  the  wind, 
nn.l  put  out  a  hand  blindly.  "  Not  you  !  "  she  said 
sl.arj)ly,  as  Tom  Vanrevel  started  toward  her.  Mrs. 
Tanhorry  came  quickly  and  put  an  arm  ahout 
her,  and  to^rother  thoy  went  out  of  the  room. 

"  Vou  nuist  be  ffood  to  her,  Tom,"  said  Crailey 
then,  in  a  very  low  voice. 

"I!"    answered    Tom,    orpntly.      "There    was 
never  a  chaiioe  .)f  that,  lad." 

"Listen,"  wliis|„.red  (Vailey.  "Lean  down— 
n.>-el„s.r."  He  oast  a  quirk  filanee  at  Fanehon, 
!<".•.  lin^r  ,it  the  other  si.le  of  the  Ik,!,  her  ^mlden 
h'.ul  on  the  white  eoverl.t,  lur  outstretched  |,a„,I 
'•'"t'hinrr  l,[s;  nn<l  he  spoke  so  close  to  Tom's 
<ar  and  in  so  low  a  tone  that  only  Tom  could 
hear. 

"She    n.ver   can,!    for   n.e.      She    felt    that    she 
••n^d.t   t.H-  h„t  that    was   o„|y   hecaus.    I    .MHsqu-r 
»<''<l  in  y..ur  history.     SI,,,  want.,!  to  t.lj  n...  hr 
fore   1   uent    away    that    Hh  r..   was   no  chance   for 
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mc.  She  was  tolling  nic  that,  when  he  called  from 
the  window.  It  was  at  the  dance,  the  night  be- 
fore, that  she  knew.  I  think  there  has  been  some- 
one else  from  the  first— God  send  it's  you! 
Did  yon  speak  to  her  that  night  or  she  to  you?" 
"Ah,    no,"    said    Tom    Vanrevel.      "All    the 

OtluTS." 


Mrs.    Tanlxrry    and    Betty    and    Mr.    Bareaud 
wuit<.,l  in  tl...  library,  the  two  women  huddled  to- 
K.tluT  on  a  .sofa,  with  their  arms  round  each  other, 
••I'Hl  all  the  house  was  very  still.     By  and  l)y,  they 
lH'.-ir<l    a    prolon^rod,    far-away    cheering   and    the 
strain.  r\  whistle,  and  knew  that  the  boat  was  off. 
Half  a,,    hour   lat.r.    Will    Cummings   came  back 
'Ion,,   tnt.nd    tl.o   room   on    tip-toe,   and    silently 
sank  inf..  .,  .hair  n.ar  Mr.  Bareaud,  with  his  face 
away    In.M.    Miss    Betty.      He    was    to   remain    in 
H.Mi.n   anotl,..r  w.ck,  and  Join  his  regiment  with 
'r.'in.      Souv  .,f  the    three  appeared   to  notice  his 
fo.ii.Mir  „u,r.    than  dimly,  and  he  sat  with  his  face 
h<»«..l  in  i.is  hands.  an,l  did  not  move. 

Tlius  p.  rh,i,,s  „^^  hour  passed,  with  only  a  sound 

[  :;>:  J 


The  Two  Vanrevcls 

of  footsteps  on  the  pravel  of  the  driveway,  now  and 
then,  and  a  low  munnur  of  voices  in  the  rear  of 
the  liouse  where  peoj)le  came  to  ask  after  Craih'y ; 
and  when  the  door  of  the  room  where  he  lay  was 
opened,  the  four  watchers  started  as  at  a  loud 
exj)l()sion.  It  was  Mrs.  Bareaud  and  the  old  d(x?- 
tor,  and  they  closed  the  door  again,  softly,  and 
came  in  to  the  others.  They  had  left  Crailey 
alone  with  Fanchon  and  Tom  Vanrevel,  the  two 
who  loved  him  best. 

I'he  warm  day  beyond  the  windows  became  like 

Sunday,   no  voices   sounded   from   without   in   the 

noon  hush,  though  sometimes  a  little  group  of  peo- 

])le  would  gather  across  the  street  to  eye  the  house 

curiously  and  nod  and  whisper.     The  strong,  blue 

s    kIows  of  the  veranda  j)illars  stole  slowly  across 

*       white  floor  of  the  porch  in  a  lessening  slant, 

finally  lay  all  in  a  line,  as  the  tall  clock  in  a 

iKT   of  the   library   asthmatically   coughed   the 

our  of  noon.      In  this  jarring  discordance  there 

^vas  something  frightful  to  Miss  Betty.     She  rose 

al>ni{)tly,  and,  imperiously  waving  back  Mrs.  Tan- 

iKTry,   who  would   have  detained   her — for  there 
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was  in  hor  f.icc  and  manner  the  incipient  wildncss 
of  control  overstrained  to  the  hreakin^-point — she 
went  hurriedly  out  of  the  room  jind  out  of  the 
house,  to  the  old  bench  in  the  S'lnJ^'n.     There  she 
sank   down,   her   face   hidden    in   her  anns;   there 
on  the  s])ot  where  she  had  first  seen  (Vailev  (Jray. 
From  there,  too,  had  risen  the  serenade  of  the 
man  she  had  spumed  and  insulted;  and  there  she 
had  come  to  worship  the  stars  winn  C'railey  bade 
her  look  to  them.      And   now  the   strange   young 
teacher  was   paying  the  bitter  j)rice   for  his  fool- 
eries— and  who  could  doubt  that  the  price  was  a 
bitter  one?     To  have  the  spirit  so  suddinly,  cru- 
elly riven  from  the  sprightly  Ixnly  that  was,  but 
a  fiw  hours  ago,  hale  and  alert,  obedient  to  every 
petty    wish,   could    dance,    run,   and    leap;    to   be 
forced  with  such  hideous  precipitation  to  leave  the 
warm    breath    of    June    and    undergo    the    lonely 
change,   merging   with    the   shadow;   to   be  flung 
from  the  excjuislte  and  commonplace  day  of  sun- 
shine into  the  appalling  adventure  that  should  not 
have  been   his   for  years— and   hurled    into   it   by 
what  hand!— ah,  bitter,  bitter  pric.'  for  a  Imrle- 
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quinucli'!      And,   iilas,   iilas!    for   tlu'  brave   harlc- 
qiiin  ! 

A  f^ciitli'  touch  fi'll  upon  lur  shoulder,  and  Miss 
Beltv  sprung  to  liir  feet  and  scrcanird.  It  wis 
Ntlson  who  stood  Infore  her,  fiat  in  hand,  his  liead 
deeply   l)owed. 

"  Is  /((■  with  you?"  she  cried,  clutching  at  the 
beiuii  for  support. 

"  No'in,"  answered   the  old   man,  humbly.      "I 
reckon  we  all  ain'  j^oin'  see  dat  man  no  mo'." 
"Where  is  he?" 

"On  de  way,  honey,  on  de  way." 
The  way-  to  Rouen  !  "  she  gasped. 
No'm ;  he  ^oin'  cross  de  bi^  water."  ITc 
stretched  out  his  liand  and  pointed  solenmly  to  the 
cast.  "  Him  an'  nie  we  cotch  de  l)oat,  an'  yo'  pa 
niek  'em  taken  de  bosses  on  bode.  Den  we  f^it  off 
at  Leevilie,  five  mile'  down  de  rivuh,  an'  yo'  pa 
liol'  de  boat  whiles  I  riil  back  alone  an'  ^\\  de 
news,  an'  what  de  tal.  is  you  all  is  tole,  f'um  ole 
Mi>t'  ('h.i.'.th;  an'  .Mi>t'  Clu  u'eth.  le.'  ri.l  back 
wit!  iiie  ail'  St.-  yo'  })a  at  l.n  villc,  an'  dry  talk  in 
dc  shed  by  de  liiidin',  an'  vo'  pa  tell  .Mist'  C'hen'eth 
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what  'rnngcnicnts  he  ^oin'  make  wid  do  proprety. 
'Den  he  f^it  on  de  bout  a^'in  an'  dey  sto't  her 
a^oin';  an'  he  ain'  wave  no  ^(M)<l-I)y,  ner  say  no 
nio'  wuMs.  Mist.'  Chen'etli  rid  baek  whens  (k'  li^ht 
come;  hut  he  res'  de  hosses  an'  come  Ixiek  slow, 
'case  I  pon(hih  on  (U-  worl',  an'  I  mifrhty  sorry 
fer  yo'  pa,  Missy.  He  ain'  eoniin'  hack  no  mo', 
honey,  an'  Mi/.  Tanlnrry  an'  me  an'  .Mamie,  wc 
goin'  take  keer  er  you.  Yo'  pa  j^one  h.uk  dah  to 
de  l'"enel)mun,  whuh  lie  'u/  a  younj^  man.  lie 
niiphty  siek,  an'  lie  scairt,  Iioney ;  an'  lie  ain'  goin' 
git  ovah  dat,  neider.  'IVah  to  me.  Missy,  like 
he  done  had  a  vizhum  er  he  own  soul,  when  ho 
come  an'  look  down  at  dat  young  man  layin'  on 
de  grass,  las'  night!" 

'I'he  old  f(  How  hent  his  hack  hcfore  her  in  a 
solemn  how,  as  a  feudal  retainer  in  allegiance  to 
the  heir,  hut  mort'  in  deference  to  the  sorrow  writ- 
ten upon  licr,  anil  res|)ecting  its  magnitude.  With 
no  words  of  comfort,  for  he  kiuw  she  waiitid  only 
to  Ik-  alone,  he  nioMcl  away,  with  infirm  slips  and 
shaking  head,  toward  the  rear  of  the  lunise. 

Miss  Ihtty  tlirew  herself  upon  tlu'  IkiuIi  agiiin, 
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face  downward  in  her  nrms.     And  still  the  house 
lay  in  silence  under  the  sunshine. 

An  hour  had  pa-^d,  and  the  shadows  slanted 
stron^rly  to  the  east,  when  the  stillness  was  hroken 
by  a  sound,  low  and  small  at  first,  then  rising  fear- 
fully, a  lon^r,  (juuverinK  wail  of  supreme  anguish 
that  clutehed  and  shook  the  listener's  heart.  No 
one  could  have  recognized  the  voice  as  Fanehon's, 
yet  everyone  who  heard  it  knew  that  it  was  hers; 
and  that  the  soul  of  (Vailey  Gray  had  gone  out 
upon  the  quest  for  th.  Holy  Crail. 

Miss  Betty's  hands  clenclud  convulsively  round 
the  arm  of  the  bench  and  a  fit  of  shuddering  seized 
her  as  if  with  the  -rip  of  a  violent  chill,  though 
her  eyes  were  dry.     Then  she  lay  quiet. 

A  long  time  afterward,  she  became  aware  of  a 
step  that  paced  the  garden  path  l)ehind  her,  and 
turned  her  face  upon  her  arm  so  that  she  saw,  but 
made  no  other  motion.  It  was  Tom  Vanrevel, 
walking  slowly  uj)  and  down,  his  hands  behind  his 
back  and  his  hat  pulkd  far  down  over  his  eyes. 
He  had  not  seen  her. 

She  rose  and  spoke  his  name. 


The  Flag  Goes  Marching   Uy 

He  turned  and  came  to  her.  "  Almost  at  the 
very  last,"  he  said,  "  Crailey  w  hiKpered  to  me  tliat 
he  knew  you  thought  him  a  great  scainp,  hut  to 
tell  you  to  be  sure  to  remember  tiiat  it  was  all 
true  about  the  stars." 
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CHAPTER  XX 

"  Good-bu  " 

IT  was  between  twilight  and  candlelight,  the 
gentle  half-hour  when  the  kind  old  Sand  Alan 
steals  up  the  stairs  of  houses  where  children 
are;  when  rustic  lovers  stroll  with  slow  and  quiet 
steps  down  country  lanes,  and  old  bachelors  are 
loneliest  and  dream  of  the  things  that  might  have 
been.  Through  the  silence  of  the  clear  dusk  came 
the  whistle  of  the  evening  boat  that  was  to  bear 
Tom  Vanrevel  through  the  first  stage  of  his  long 
journey  to  the  front  of  war,  and  the  sound  fell 
cheerlessly  upon  Miss  Betty's  ear,  as  she  stood  lean- 
ing against  the  sun-dial  among  the  lilac  bushes. 
Her  attitude  was  not  one  of  reverie ;  yet  she  stood 
very  still,  so  still  that,  in  the  wan  shimmer  of  the 
faded  afterglow,  one  might  have  passed  close  by 
her  and  not  have  seen  her.  The  long,  dark  folds 
of  her  gown  showed  faintly  against  the  gray  stone, 
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and  her  arms,  bare  from  the  elbow,  lay  across  the 
fficc  of  the  dial  with  unrelaxed  fingers  clenching 
the  cornice;  her  head  drooping,  not  languidly  but 
with  tension,  her  eyes  half-closed,  showing  the 
lashes  against  a  pale  cheek ;  and  thus,  motionless, 
leaning  on  the  stone  in  the  dusk,  she  might  have 
been  Sorrow's  self. 

She  did  not  move,  there  was  not  even  a  flicker 
of  the  eyelashes,  when  a  step  sounded  on  the  gravel 
of  the  driveway,  and  Vanrevel  came  slowly  from 
the  house.  He  stopped  at  a  little  distance  from 
her,  hat  in  hand.  He  was  very  thin,  worn  and 
old-looking,  and  in  the  failing  light  might  have 
been  taken  for  a  tall,  gentle  ghost;  yet  his  shoul- 
ders were  squared  and  he  held  himself  as  straight 
as  he  had  the  first  time  she  had  ever  seen  him. 

"  Mrs.  Tanberry  told  me  I  should  find  you 
here,"  he  said,  hesitatingly.  "  I  have  come  to  say 
good-by." 

She  did  not  turn  toward  him,  nor  did  more  than 
her  lips  move  as  she  answered,  "  Good-by,"  and 
her  tone  was  neither  kind  nor  cold,  but  held  no 
meaning  whatever,  not  even  indifference. 
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There  was  nn  interval  of  silence;  then,  without 
surprise,  he  walked  sadly  to  the  gate,  paused, 
wheeled  about  suddenly,  and  returned  with  a  quick, 
finn  step. 

"  I  will  not  go  until  I  know  that  I  do  not  mis- 
understand you,"  he  said,  "  not  even  if  there  !s 
only  the  slightest  chance  that  I  uo.  I  want  to 
say  something  to  you,  if  you  will  let  me,  though 
naturally  I  remember  you  once  asked  me  never  to 
speak  to  you  again.  It  is  only  that  I  have  thought 
you  did  that  under  a  misconception,  or  else  I 
should  still  obey  you.     If  you " 

"  What  is  it  that  you  wish  to  say  ?  "  Her  tone 
was  unchanged. 

"  Only  that  I  think  the  hardest  time  for  you 
has  passed,  and  that " 

"Do  you.?"  she  interrupted. 

"  Yes,"  he  returned,  "  the  saddest  of  your  life. 
I  think  it  has  gone  forever.  And  I  think  that 
what  will  come  to  you  will  be  all  you  wish  for. 
There  will  be  a  little  time  of  waiting " 

"  Waiting  for  what  ?  " 

He  drew  a  step  nearer,  and  his  voice  became 
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very  pontic.  "  Cuniiiiiiifrs  and  I  roncli  our  rc^- 
nicnt  to-morrow  ni^ht;  und  tlicrc  in  the  oinij)  is 
n  proiip  of  men  on  the  way  to  tlie  war,  and  tliey 
all  fro  the  more  bravely  Ix'cause  each  one  of  them 
has  you  in  his  heart; — not  one  hut  will  he  a  better 
soldier  because  of  you.  I  want  you  to  be- 
lieve that  if  all  of  them  don't  come  back,  yet  the 
one  whose  safety  you  think  of  and  fear  for  zi-'tll 
return.  For,  you  see,  Crailey  told  me  what  you 
said  to  him  when — whcii  he  met  you  here  the  last 
time.  I  have  no  way  to  know  which  of  them  you 
meant ;  but — he  will  come  back  to  you  !  I  am  sura 
of  it,  because  I  believe  you  arc  to  be  happy.  Ah, 
you've  had  your  allotment  of  pain!  After  all, 
there  is  so  little  to  refrret :  the  town  seems  empty 
without  its  younp^  men,  yet  you  may  rejoice,  re- 
membering how  bravely  they  went  and  how  gaily ! 
They  will  sing  half  the  way  to  Vera  Cruz!  You 
think  it  strange  I  should  say  there  is  so  little  to 
regret,  when  I've  just  laid  away  my  best  friend. 
It  was  his  own  doctrine,  and  the  selfish  personal 
grief  and  soreness  grows  less  when  I  think  of  the 
gallant  end  he  made,  for  it  was  he  who  went  away 
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most  bravely  iim\  j.uiiitilj  of  all,  Crailoy  was  no 
failure,  urikss  I  let  what  lie  taught  ine  go  to  no 
effect.  And  be  sure  he  would  have  told  you  what 
I  tell  you  now,  that  all  is  well  with  all  in  tiic 
world." 

"  Please !  "  she  cried,  with  a  quick  intake  of 
Iireath  through  dosed  teeth. 

"  I  will  do  anything  in  the  world  to  please 
you,"  he  answered,  sorrowfully.  "  Do  you  mean 
that " 

She  turned  at  last  and  faced  him,  but  without 
lifting  her  eyes.  "Why  did  you  come  to  say 
good-by  to  uw?  " 

"  I  don't  understand." 

"  I  think  you  do."  Her  voice  was  cold  and 
steady,  but  it  was  suddenly  given  to  him  to  per- 
ceive that  she  was  trembling  from  head   to  heel. 

An   exclamation    of   remorse   broke    from   him. 

"  Ah !     You  came  here  to  be  alone.     I " 

"  Stop,"  she  said.  "  You  said  good-by  to  me 
once  before.  Did  you  come  to  see— what  you  saw 
then.?" 

He  fell  back  in  utter  amazement,  but  she  ad- 
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vancod  upon  liiin  swiftlj.  "  Wluif  is  that?"  she 
crit'd. 

The  iinfortuiiato  youiifj  inaii  could  make  no  re- 
ply, antl  rcmaiiu'd  unable  to  di  tVud  liimstlf  from 
her  inexplicable  attack. 

"  You  have  not  forgoUen,"  she  went  on,  im- 
petuously. "  It  was  in  the  crowd,  just  before  they 
gave  you  the  fla<f.  You  saw — I  know  you  saw  — 
and  it  killed  me  with  the  shame  of  it!  Now  you 
come  to  me  to  look  at  tiie  same  thing  again — and 
tlic  boat  waiting  for  you!  Is  it  in  revenge  for 
that  night  at  the  Barcauds'.''  Perhaps  tliis  sounds 
wild  to  you — I  can't  help  that — but  why  should 
you  try  to  make  it  harder  for  me.''  " 

From  the  porch  came  a  strong  voice:  "  Van- 
revel  ! " 

"  God  knows  I  haven't  meant  to,"  said  Tom,  in 
bitter  pain.  "  I  don't  understand.  It's  Cummings 
calling  for  me;  I'll  go  at  once.  I'd  hoped,  stu- 
pidly enough,  that  you  would  tell  me  whom  it  was 
you  meant  when  you  spoke  to  Crailey,  so  that  I 
could  help  to  make  it  surer  that  he'd  come  back 
to  you.     But  I've  onl}-  annoyed  you.     And  you 
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were  hero — away   from   the  house — avoiding  me, 

and  ffiiriii^  that  I " 

"Vanrovcl!"    shontid    William.      (Mrs.    Tan- 
berry  had  not  tohl  Litutonant  Cummings  wlicrc  to 
find  Miss  Betty.) 
"Fearing?     Yos.?" 

"  Fearing  that  I  miglit  discover  you."  lie  let 
his  eyes  rest  on  her  loveliness  once  more,  and  as 
he  saw  that  she  still  trembled,  he  extended  his  hand 
toward  her  in  a  gesture  of  infinite  gentleness,  like 
a  blessing,  heaved  one  great  sigh,  and,  with  head 
erect  and  body  straight,  set  his  face  manfully 
toward  the  house. 

He  had  taken  three  strides  wlien  liis  heart 
stopped  beating  at  an  ineffable  touch  on  his  sleeve. 
For,  with  a  sharp  cry,  she  sprang  to  him;  and 
then,  once  more,  among  the  lilac  bushes  where  he 
had  caught  the  white  kitten,  his  hanil  was  seized 
and  held  between  two  small  palms,  and  the  eyes  of 
Miss  Betty  Carewe  looked  into  the  very  soul  of 
him. 

"  No!  "  she  cried.  "  No!  Fearing  with  a  sick 
heart  that  you  might  not  come !  " 
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Ilor  pftlc   face,  misty   with   sweetness,  wavered 
before  him  in  the  dusk,  and  he  hfted  his  shaking 
hand  to  his  forehead;  her  own  went  with  it,  and 
the  touch  of  that  steadied  him. 

"You    mean,"    he    whispered,    brokenly,    "you 

mean  that  you " 

"  Yes,  ahvays,"  she  answered,  rushing  through 
the  words,  half  in  tears.  "  There  wiis  a  little  time 
when  I  loved  what  your  life  had  In-en  more  than 
v  Ah,  it  WHS  you  that  I    aw  in  him.     Yet  it 

.is  not  what  you  had  done  after  all,  hut  just  you! 
I  knew  there  could  not  he  anyone  else— though  I 
thought  it  could  never  be  you— that  night,  just  be- 
fore they  gave  the  flag." 

"  We've  little  time,  Vanrevel ! "  called  the  voice 
from  the  porch. 

Tom's  eyes  filled  slowly.  He  raised  them  and 
looked  at  the  newly  come  stars.  '*  Crailey,  Crail- 
ey !  "  he  murmured. 

Her  gaze  followed  his.  "  Ah,  it's  he— and  they 
—that  make  me  know  you  will  come  back  to  me  I" 
she  said. 

THE  END 
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